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THE LIFE OF KEATS. 



There are few poets whose works contain slight- 
er hinla of their personal history than those of 
Keats; yet there are, perhaps, even fewer, whose 
real lives, or rather the conditions upon which they 
lived, are more clearly traceable in what they have 
written. To write the life of a man was formerly 
understood to mean the cataloguing and placing of 
circamstances, of those things which stood about the 
life and mere more or less related to it, but were 
not the life itself. But Biography firora day to day 
holds dates cheaper and facts dearer. A man's lifts 
(as far as its outward events are concerned) may 
be made for him, as his clothes are by the tailor, of 
this cut or that, of finer or coarser material, but the 
gait and gesture show through, and give to trap- 
pings, in themselves characterless, an individuality 
that belongs to the man himself. It is those essen- 
tial facts which underlie the life and make the 
individual man, that are of importance, and it is 
the cropping ont of these upon the surface, that 
gives us indications by which to judge of the trne 
nature hidden below. Every man has his block 
given him, and the figure he cuts will depend very 
much upon the shape of that — npon the knots and 
twists which existed in it from the be^nning. We 
wore designed in the cradle, perhaps earlier, and 
it is in finding out this design, ana shaping our- 
selves to it, that our years are spent wisely. It is 
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S TJTE LIFE OF KEATS. 

the vain endeavor to make ourselves what we are 
not that has strewn history with so many broken 
purposes anil lives left in the rough. 

Keats hardly lived long enough to develop a 
well-outlined character, for that results commonly 
froia the resistance made by temperament to the 
many influences by which the world, as it may 
happen then to be, endeavors to mould every one 
in Its own image. What his temperament was we 
can see clearly, and also that it snbordinated itself 
more and more to the discipline of art. 

John Keats, the second of four children, Kke 
Chancer, was a Londoner, but, ntriHre Chancer, he 
was certMnly not of gentle blood. Mr. Monekton 
Milnes, who seems to have had a kindly .wish to 
create him gentleman by brevet, says thatl be was 
"horn in the upper ranks of the middle clasSi" 
This shows a commendable tenderness for the 
nerves of English society, and reminds one of 
Northcote's story of the violin-player who, wishing 
to compliment his pupil, GSeorge III., divided all 
fiddlers into three classes, those who could not play 
at all, those who played very badly, and those who 
played very well, assuring his majesty that he had 
made such commendable progress as to have al- 
ready reached the second rank. The American 
public will perhaps not be disturbed by knowing that 
.the fether of Keats (as Mr. Milnes had told ns in 
an earlier biceraphy) " was employed in the estab- 
lishment of Mr. Jennings, the proprietor of lai^ 
livery-stables on the Pavement m Moorflelds, neai^ 
ly opposite the entrance into Finsbury Circus." 
So that, after all, it was not so bad; for, frst, Mr, 
Jennings was a proprietor ; second^ he was the 
proprietor of an eslablisAmenl ; third, he was the 
proprietor of a large establishment; and, fourth, 
this laige establishment was nearli/ opposite Fins- 
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bury Circas, — a. name which vaguely dilates tlie 
imagination with all eorts of conjectured grondeura. 
It is true, I<ei^h Hunt asserts tbat Keats " was a 
little too sensitive on the score of his origin,"* but 
we can find no trace of guuli a feeling either in his 
poetry, or in such of his letters as have been prinfr 
ed. We suspect the feet to have been that he 
resented with becoming pride the vulgar Black- 
wood and Quarterly standard which measured 
genius by genealoeiea. It is enough that his poeti- 
cal pedigree is of Uia best, tracing through Spenser 
to Chaucer, and that Pegasus does not stand at 
Kvery even in the largest establishments in Mooi^ 

As well as we can make out, then, the father of 
Keats was a groom in the service of Mr. Jennings, 
and married the (laughter of his master. Thus, on 
the mother's side, at least, we find a grandfather ; 
on the father's there is no hint of such an ancestor, 
and we must charitably take him for granted. It 
is of more importance that the elder Keats was a 
man of sense and energy, and that his wife was a 
lively and inteUigent woman, who hastened the 
birth of the poet by her passionate devotion to 
amusement, brining him into the world, a aeven 
months* child, on the 29th Oct<]ber, 1795, instead 
of the 29th December, as would have been con- 
ventionally proper. Mr. Milnes describes her as 
" tall, with a large oval face, and a somewhat satur- 
nine demeanor.'^ This last circumstance does not 
agree very well with what be had just before told 
US of her liveliness ; but he consoles us by adding 
that ^ she succeeded, however, in inspiring! her 
children with the profoundest affection." This was 
particularly true of John, who once, when between 
four and five years old, mounted guard at her 
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10 THE LIFE OF KEATS. 

chamber-door witli an old sword, when she was 
ill, and the doctor had ordered her not to be dis- 
turbed • 

In 1804, Keats being in his ninth year, his fa- 
ther was killed by a fall from his horse. His 
mother scema to have been ambitious for her chil- 
dren, and there was some talk of sending John to 
Harrow. Fortunately this plan was bought too 
expensive, and he was sent instead to the School 
«f Mr. Clarke at Enfield with his brothers. A 
maternal uncle, who had distinguished himself by 
his courage under Duncan at Camperdown, was 
the hero of his nephews, and they went to school 
resolved to m^twn the family reputation for cour- 
age. John was always %ht;ng, and was chiefly 
noted amoni his school-fellows as a strange com- 
pound of pluck and sensibility. He attacked an 
usher who had boxed his brother's ears, and when 
his mother died, in 1810, was moodily inconsolable, 
(m spite, it seems, of her " saturnine demeanor,") 
hiding himself for several days in a nook undei- the 
master's desk, and refusing all comfort from teacher 
or friend. 

He was popular at school, as boys of spirit al- 
ways are, and impressed his companions with a 
sense of his power. They thought he would one 
day be a famous soldier. This may have been ow- 
ing to the stories he told them of the heroic uncle, 
whose deeds, we may- be sure, were properly fa- 
moused by the boy Homer, and whom they proba- 
bly took for an admiral at the least, as it would have 
been well for Keats'a literary prosperity if Im had 
been. At any rate, they thought John wonld be 
a great man', which is the main thing, for the pub- 
he opinion Of the playground is truer and niori! dis- 
cerning than that of the world; and if you tell us 
•HajdOQ tolls flie sloij dlffetsntly, bnt we think Mr. Milnea'a 
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TEE LIFE OF KEATS, II 

what the boy was, we will tell you what the man 
lon^ to be, however he may be repressed by ne- 
cessity or fear of the police reports. 

Mr. Milnes h^ failed to discover anythins: else- 
"especiaily worthy of reuonj in the school-life of 
Keats. He translated the twelve books of the 
.^ueid, read Robinson Crusoe and the Ipcas of 
Pern, and looked into Shakspeare. He left school 
in 1810, with little Latin and no Greek, hut he had 
studied Speneo's Polymetis, Toofce's Pantheon, and 
Lemprifire's Dictionary, and knew gods, nymplis, 
and heroes, which were quite as good cojnpany as 
aorists and aspirates. It is pleasant to fancy the 
horror of those respectable writers if their pages 
could suddenly have become alive under their pens 
with all (hat the young poet saw in them.* 

On leaving school, he was apprenticed for five 
years to a surgeon at Edmonton. His master was 
a Mr. Hammond, " of some eminence " in his pro- 
fes^oD, as Mr. Milnes takes care to assure us. The 
place was of more importance than the master, for 
its neigbhorhood to Enfield enabled him to keep 
up his intimacy with the family of his former 
teacher, Mr. Clarke, and to borrow books of them. 




. DoubUssB thsre J3 a gludi of InleUJiena 
-leMitoiMthBtanvonoBhor" — 
tnhBnnriBhedtoMiitthe 
and \fj s hlgboF dtepn^n^ p< 
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12 TRE LIFE OF KEATS. 

In 1812, when he was in his seventeenth 3'Da)", 
Mr. Charles Cowden Clarke lent him the Faerie 
Queene. Nothing that ia told of Orjtheus or 
Amphion is more wonderful than this miracle of 
Spenser's, transforming a surgeon's apprentice into 
a great poet. Keats learned at once the secret of 
his birth, and henceforward his indentures ran to 
Apollo instead of Mr. Hammond. Thus could the 
Muse defend her son. It is the old story, — the 
lost heir discovered by bis aptitude for what is 
gentle and tnightly. 

Before long me find him studying Chaucer, then 
Shakspeare, and afterward Milton. That he read 
nisely, his comments on the Paradise Lost are 
enough to prove. He now also commenced poet 
himself, but does not appear to have neglected the 
study of his profession. He was a youth of energy 
and purpose, and, thongh he no doubt penned 
many a stanza when he should have been anato- 
mizing, and vralked the hospitals accompanied by 
the early gods, nevertheless passed a very credits^ 
ble examination in 1817. In the spring of this 
year, also, be prepared to take his first degree as 
poet, and accordingly published a small volume 
containing a selection of his earlier essays in verse. 
It attracted little attention, and the rest of this 
year seems to have been occupied with a joarney 
on foot in Scotland, and the composition of En- 
dymion, which was published in 1818. Milton's 
Tetrochordon was not better abused ; but Milton's 
assailants were unorganized, and were obliged each 
to print and pay for hia own dingy little quarto, 
trusting (o the natural laws of demand and supply 
to furnish him mith readers. Keats was arrcugned 
bv the constituted authorities of literary justice. 
They might be, nay, they were Jeffrieses and 
Scroggses, hut the sentence was published, and the 
penalty inflicted before all England. The differ- 
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THE LIFE OP KEATS. 13 

enc& between iis fortune and Milton's was that be- 
tween being pelted by a mob of personal enemies, 
and being set in the pillory. Id the first case, Che 
annoyance brushes off tnostlj with the mud ; in 
the last, there is no solace but the conseiousnesa of 
Buffering in a great cause. This solaee, to a certain 
exteDt, Keats bad ; for his ambition was noble, and 
he boped not to make a great reputation, but to be 
a great poet, flaydon says that Wordsworth and 
Seats were tlie only men he had ever seen who 
looked conscious of a \oity purpose. 

It is carious that men should resent more fiercely 
what they suspect to be good verses, than what 
thev know to be bad morals. Is it because they 
feel thennselves incapable of the ooe, and not of the 
other? However it be, tbe best poetry has been 
the most savagely attacked, and men who scrupu- 
lously practised the Ten Commandments as if there 
■were never a not m. any of them, felt every senti- 
ment of their better nature outraged by the Lyrical 
Ballads. It is idle to attempt to show that Keats 
did not suffer keenly from the vulgaritios of Black- 
wood and the Quarterly. He suffered in propor- 
tion as his ideal was high, and he was conscious of 
falling below it. In England, especially, it is not 

Eleasant to be ridiculous, even if^you are a lord; 
ut to be ridiculous and an apothecary at the same 
time, is almost as bad as it was formerly to be ex- 
communicated. A priori, there was something 
absurd in poetry written by the son of an as^stant 
in the livery-atablea of Mr. Jennings, even though 
they were an estabhshment, and a large establish- 
ment, and nearly opposite Finsbury Circus. Mr. 
Gifford, the ex-cobbfer, thonght so in the Quar- 
terly, and Mr. Terry, the actor,* thought so even 
more distinctly in Blackwood, bidding the young 
* BajdoD I Aalobiogt^hy, t<A. i. p. 879} eayfl that he 
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apotheeiuy " back to his gallipots ! " It is not 
pleasant to be talked down Qpon by your inferiors 
who happen to have the advantf^e of position, nor 
to be drenched with ditch-water, though you know 
it to be thrown by a scullion in a garret. 

Keats, as his was a temperament in which sensi- 
bility was excessive, could not tut be galled by 
this treatment. He was galled the more that he 
was also a man of strong sense, and capable of 
understanding clearly bow hard it is to make men 
acknowledge solid value in a person whom they 
have once heai-tily laughed at. Reputation is in 
itself only a farthing-candle, of wavering and un- 
certain flame, and easily blown out, but it is the 
light by which the world looks for and finds merit. 
Keats longed for fame, but longed above all to 
deserve it. Thrilling with the electric touch of 
sacred leaves, he saw in vision, like Dante, that 
small procession of the older poets to which only 
elect centuries can add another laurelled head. 
Might he, too, deserve from posterity the love and 
reverence which he paid to those antique glories ? 
It was no unworthy ambition, but everything was 
against him, — birth, health, even friends, since it 
was partly on their account that he was sneered at 
His veiT name stood in his way, for Fame loves 
best such syllables as are sweet and sonorous on the 
tongue, like Spenserian, Shakspearian, In spite of 
Juhet, there is a great deal in names, and when the 
fairies come with their gifts to the cradle of the 
selected ehildj let one, wiser than the rest, choose 
a name for him from which well-sounding deriva- 
tive3_ can be made, and best of all with a termina- 
tion in oil. Men judge the current coin of opinion 
by the ring, and are readier to take without ques- 
tion whatever is Platonic, Uaconian, Newtonian, 
Johnsooian. Washingtonian, Jeffersoaian, Napol- 
eonic, and all the rest. Tou cannot make a good 
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Haydon tells as that Keats was very mnch d&- 
pressed by the fortunes of his book. This vfas nat- 
ural enough, but he took it all in a manlj; way, and 
determined to revenee himself by writing better 
poetry. He knew that aclivity, and not despon- 
deney, is the true counterpoise to misfortune. 
Haydon is sure of the change m his spirits, because 
he would come to the piuntrng-room and sit silent 
for hours. But we rather think that the conTersa- 
tion, where Mr. Haydon was, resembled that in a 
young author's first play, where the other inter- 
locutors are only brousht in as convenient points 
for the hero to hiteh the interminable web of his 
monologue on. Besides, Keats had been continu- 
ing his education this year, by a course of Elgin 
marbles and pictures by the great Italians, and 
might very naturally have found little to say about 
Mr. Haydon's extensive works, which he would 
have cared to hear. Mr. Milnea, on the other 
hand, in his eagerness to prove that Keats was not 
killed by the article in the Quarterly, is carried too 
far toward the opposite extreme, and more than 
hints that he was not even hurt by it. This would 
have been true of Wordsworth, who, by a constant 
companionship with mduntains, had acquired some- 
thing of their manners, but was simply impossible 
to a man of Keats's temperament. 

On the whole, perwips, we need not respect 
Keats the less for having been gifted with sensibil- 
ity, and may even say what we believe to be true, 
that his health was injured by the fdlure of hia 
book. A man cannot have a sensuous nature and 
be pachydermatous at the same time; and if he be 
imaginative as well as sensuous, he suffers just in 
proportion to the amount of his imagination. ■ It is 
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perfecfly true that what we call the world, in thesa 
a;9'^rs, is notbm» more than a mere Broeken spec- 
tre, the projected shadow of ourselves; but as long 
as we do not know it, it is a very passable ^atit. 
We are not without experience of natures so piu-ely 
intellectual that their twdies had no more concern 
in their mental doings and sufferings than a house 
has with the good or ill fortune o£ its occupant. 
But poets are not built on this plan, and especially 
poels like Keats, in whom the moral seems to have 
BO pertectly inlei-fused the physical man, that you 
might almost say he could feel sorrow with his 
hands, so truly did his body, like that of Donne's 
mistress, think and rememl>er and forebode. The 
healthiest poet of whom our civilization has been 
capable says that when he beholds 

' — ■ — " desert a beggar born, 
And sfrengtli by limping away disabled. 
And art mode tunjjue-tied by authotity," 

SEilluding, jJainly enough, to the Giffords of Mb 
ay.) 

. " And simple truth miscalled simplicity," 
(aa it was long afterward in Wordsworth's case,) 

" And Captive Good attending Captain 111," 
that then even he, the poet to whom of all others 
life seems to have been dearest, as it was also the 
fullest of enjoyment, " lived of all these," had noth- 
ing for it but to cry for " restful Death." 

Keats, as we have said, accepted his ill fortune 
courageously. On the 9th of October, 1818, he 
writes to his publisher, Mr. Hessey, "I cannot but 
feel indebted to those gentlemen who have taken 
m^ part. As for the rest, I begin to get acquainted 
with my own strength and weakness. Praise or 
blame has but a momentary effect on the man 
whose love of beauty in the abstract makes him a 
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severe critic of his own works. My own domeatic 
cnticism has ^veii me pain without comparison be- 
yond what ' Blackwood ' or the 'Quarterly' could 
inflict : and alao, when I feel I am right, no exter- 
nal pr^e can give me such a glow as my own soli' 
lary reperceptJOn and radfieation of what ia fine. 
J. S. is perfecllv right in regard to ' the slipshod 
Endymion.' That it ia so i* no fault irf mine. 
No ! though it may sound a little paradoxical, it is 
as good as I had power to make it by myself. Had 
I been nervous about its being a perfect mece, and 
with that view aaked advice and trembled over 
every page, it would not have been written; for it 
is not in my nature to fumble. I will write inde- 
pendently. 1 have written independently witko^tt 
judgment. I Biay write independently and with 
judgmenl, hereatier. The Genius of Poetry must 
work out its own salvation in a man. It cannot be 
matured by law and precept, but by sensation and 
watchfulness in iteet£ That which is creative must 
ci'eate itself. In ' Endymion ' 1 leaped headlong 
into the sea, and thereby have become better ac- 
quainted with Che soundings, the quicksands, and 
the rocks, than if I had stayed upon the green 
shore, and piped a silly pipe, and took tea and 
comfortable advice. I was never afrtud of fail- 
ure ; for I would sooner fail than not he among the 
greatest:" * 

This was undoubtedly true, and it was naturally 
the aide which a large-minded person would dis- 
play to a friend. This is what he thought ; but 
whether it was what he felt, we think doubtfuL 
We look upon it ratlier as one c^ the phenomena 
of that multanimous nature of the poet, which makes 
him for the moment that which he has an inteltect- 
ccption of Elsewhere he says aomething 






'aiifta. 



Ho.i.iit,,CoOQlc 



18 THE LIFE OF KEATS. 

"I most think that difficulties nerve the spirit 
of & man : they make our prime objects a refuge as 
well aa a passion." One oannot help contraating 
Eeals vrith Wordsworth ; the one alt^ether poet, 
the other essentially a Wordsworth with the poatie 
faculty added ; the one shifting from form to form, 
and from style to sty\e, and pouring his hot throb- 
Kng life into every mould ; the other remwning al- 
ways the individual, producing works, and not so 
much livinn in his poems as memorially recording 
his life in Ibeni. When Wordsworth alludes to (he 
foolish criticisms on his writings, he speaks serenely 
and generously of Wordsworth the poet, as if he 
were an unbiassed third person, who takes up the 
argument merely in the interest of literature. He 
towers into a bald egotism which is quite above and 
beyond selfishness. Poesy was his employment; it 
was Keats's very existence : and he felt the rough 
treatment of his verses as if it had been the wound- 
ing of a limb. To Wordsworth, composing was a 
healthy exercise ; his slow pulse and unimpressible 
nature gave him assurance of a Itic so long that he 
could wait ; and when we read his poems we should 
never suspect the existence in hira of any sense but 
that of oleervation, as if Wordsworth the poet were 
only a great sleepless eye, accompanied by Mr. 
Wordsworth, the distributer of stamps, as a rever- 
ential scribe and Barucb. But every one of Keats's 
poems was a sacrifice of vitality ; a virtue went 
away from him into every one of them ; even yet, 
as we turn the leaves, they seem to warm and thrill 
OUT fingers with the flush of his fine senses, and 
the flutter of his electrical nerves, and we do not 
wonder he felt that what be did was to be done 
Bwittly. 

In the mean time, his younger brother languished 
and died ; his elder seems to have been in some 
way unfortunate, and had gone to America, and 
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October, 1818, that we find t!ie first allusions to a 
pae^on, which waa, ere louij, to consume him. It 
19 plain enough betbreliand, that those were not , 
moral or mental graces tliat sliould attract a man 
like Keats. His intcllixt was satisfied and ab- 
sorbed by hi; art, his books, and bis fnends. He 
could have eompanionsbip and appreciation from 
men ; wbat ho craved ol woman was only i-epose. 
That luxurious nature, which would have tossed 
uneaaly on a crumpled rose-leaf, must have some- 
thing soflier to rest upon than mlellect, somethhig 
less ethereal than culture it was his bodj- that 
needed to have its equihbnum restored, the waste 
of his nervous energy that must be repaired by 
deep draughts of the overflowing life and drowsy 
tropical force of an abundant and healthily-poised 
womanhood. Writing to his siater-in-law, he says 
of this nameless person ■ " She is not a Cleopatra, 
tut is, at least, a Charfnian , she has a nth eastern 
look ; she has fine eyes, and fine manners. When 
she comes into a room, she makes the same impres- 
^on as the beauty of a leopardess. She is too fine 
and too conscious of herself to repulse any man 
who may address her. From habit, she thinks that 
nothing particular. I always find myself at ease 
with such a wcanan ; the picture before me always 
gives me a life and animation which I cannot pos- 
sibly feel with anything inferior. I am at such 
times too much occupied in admiring, to be awk- 
ward, or in a tremble. I forget myself entirely, 
because I live in her. Yon will by tliis time think 
I am in love with her, so, before I go any farther, I 
will lell you that I am not. She kept me awake 
one night, as a tune of Mozart's might do. I speak 
of the thing as a pastime and an amusement, than 
which I can feel none deeper than a 
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I like her 

and her Lke because one bas no lensatton whit 
we both are, is taken for i^i anted bhe 

walks ai.r099 a room m such a maiinei that a 
man IS drawn toward her with magiietiL power 
I believe though, aha has faults, the 
same as a Cleopatra or a Charmiau mi'ht have 
had Yet she is a fine thing -peaking m a worldly 
way , for there are two distinct temper- ot mind 
m which we judge of things : the worldly, theat- 
rical, and pantoLiiniical ; and the unearthly, spirits 
ual, and ethereal. In the former, Bonaparte, Lord 
Byron, and this Charmian hold the first plnt-e in 
our minds ; in the latter, John Howard, Bishop 
Hooker, rockinn his child's cradle, and you, my 
dear sister, are the conquering feelings. Ae a man 
of the world, I love the rich talk of a Charmian ; 
as an eternal being, I love the thought of you. I 
should like her to ruin me, and 1 should like you 

It is pleasant always to see Love hiding his head 
with such pains, while his whole body is so clearly 
visible, as m this extract. This lady, it seems, is 
not a Cleopatra, only a Charmian ; but presently 
we find that she is imperial. He does not love her, 
but he would just like to be ruined by her, nothing 
more. This glimpse of her, with her leopardess 
beauty, crossing the room and drawing men after 
her magnetically, is all we have. She seems to 
have been still Uving in 1848, and, as Mr. Milnes 
tells us, kept the memory of the poet sacred. " She 
13 an East Indian," Keats s^s, "and ought to 
be her grandfather's heir." Her name we do not 

Between this time and the spring of 1820, he 
seems to have worked assiduously. Ot course, 
worldly success was of more importance than ever. 
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He began Hypenon, but had given itup in Septem- 
ber, 1SI9, because, as be said, " there were too many 
Miltonic inversions in it." He wrote Lamia after 
an attentive study of Dryden's versification. Tliis 
period also produced tlie Eve of St. Agnes, Isabella, 
and llie odes to the Nijihiingale, and to tlie Grecian 
Urn. He studied Italian, read Ariosto, and wrote 
part of a humorous poem. The Cap and Bells. He 
tried bis hand at Ira^dy, and Mr. Milnes has pub- 
lished among his " Bemains," Otho the Great, and 
all that was ever written of King Stephen. We 
think he did unvrisoly, for a biographer ia hardly 
called upon lo sbow how ill bis Mographee could do 
anything. 

In the winter of 1820, he was chilled in riding 
on the top of a stt^e-coach, and came home in a 
state of feverish excitement. He was persuaded to 
go to bed, and in getting between the cold sheets, 
coughed slightly. " That is blood in my mouth," 
he said. "£ring me the candle; let me see Ibis 
blood." It was of a brilliant rod, and hia medical 
knowledge enableil him to Interpret the augury. 
Those narcotic odors that seem to breathe seaward, 
and steep in repose the senses of the voyager who 
is drifting toward the shore of the mysterious Other 
World, appeared to envelop him, and, looking 
up with sudden calmness, he said, " I know the 
color of that blood; it is arterial blood; I cannot 
be deceived in that color. That drop is my death- 
warrant ; I must die." 

There was a slight rally during the siimmer of 
that year, but toward autumn he grew woi-so i^ajn, 
and it was decided that he shonld go to Italy. He 
was accompanied thither by his friend, Mr. Severn, 
an artist. Alter embai'king, hewrofe to his friend, 
Mr. Brown, We give a part of this letter, which 
is so deeply tragic that (he sentences we take 
almost seem to break away from the rest with a 
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J of anguish, like tlie branches of Dante's lamen- 



me maiAi. There is one I must mention and have 
done witli it. Eren if raj body would recover of 
ilself, this would prevent it. Tlie verj' thing which 
I want to live moat lor will be a jp'eat occasion of 
my death. I eannot help it. Who ean liulii it ? 
Were I in health it would make me ill, and how 
can 1 bear it in my state ? I dare say you will be 
able 10 gucsa on what subject I am harping : you 
know what was my greatest pain during the first 
part of my illness at your house. 1 wish for death 
everyday and night to deliver me from these pains, 
and then I wish death away, for death would 
deatroy even those pains, which are better than 
uothitig. Land and sea, weakness and decline, are 
^reat soparatois, but Death is the great divorcer 
forever. When the pang of this thought has 
passed through my mind, 7 may say the bitterness 
of death ia posised. I olten wish for you, that yon 
might flatter me with the best. I think, without 
my mentioning it, lor my sake, you would be a 

friend to Miss when I am dead. You think 

she has uiany faults, but for my sake think she lias 
not one. If there is anything you can do for her 
by word or deed, I know you will do it.. I am in 
a Btat« at present in which woman, merely as 
woman, can have no more power over me than 
Btocka and stones, and yet the differenuc of my 

eensadons with respect to iUiss and my sister 

ia amazing : the one seems to absorb the other to 
a degree incredible. I seldom think of my brother 
and ^ter in America ; the thought of leaving 

Miss is beyond everything horrible, — the 

sense of darkness coming over me, — I eternally 
see her figure eternally vanishing ; some of the 
phrases she was in the liabit of using during my 
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last nursing at Wentwortli Place rinj; in my f.ars. 
Is there another life? Shall I awake and find all 
this a dream? Tbere must be, — we cannot be 
creafed for this sort of suffering." 

To the same friend he writes again from Naples, 
(lat November, 1820): 

" The pei-suasion that I shall see her no moM 
will kill me. My dear Brown, I should have had 
hev when I was in health, and I should have re- 
maned well. I can bear to die ; I cannot bear 
to leave her. Oh, God I God! God! Everything 
I have in my trunks that reminds me of her 
goes through me like a spear. The eilk lining she 
put in my Iravelling-cap scalds my head. My 
fmagination is horribly vivid about her ; I see her 
— I hear her. There is nothing in the world of 
sufficient interest to divert me from her a moment 
This was the case when I was in England ; 1 can- 
not recollect, without shuddering, the lime that I 
was a prisoner at Huotfa, and used to keep my eyes 
fixed on Hampstead aJl day. Then there was a 
good hope of seeing her again — Now I — O that I 
could be buried near where she lives ! I am afraid 
to wrilflj to her — to receive a letter from her — to 
see her handwriting would break my heart — Even 
to hear of her anyhow, to see her name wntffiu, 
would be more than I can bear. My dear Brown, 
what am I to do ? Where can I look for oonsola- 
tion or ease? If I had any chance of recovery, 
this passion would kill me. Indeed, through the 
whole of my illness, both at your house and at 
Kentish Town, this fever has never ceased wearing 

The two friends went almost immediately from 
Naples to Home, whera Keats was treattid with great 
kindness bv llie distinguished physician, Dr. (atier- 
ward Sir James) Clark.* But there was no hope 

■ The iTKl^Dg of Kcata wos on the FUaia di SN«sa, in the 
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from the first. Hia disease was beyond remedy, as 
bis heart was beyond comfort. The very fact that 
life might be happy deepened bis despair. He 
might not have sunk so soon, but the waves in whioh 
he was slrnggling looked only the blacker that they 
were shone apon by the aignal-torch that prouiised 
safet}', and love, and rest- 
It is good to know that one irf Keats'a last pleas- 
ures waa in hearing Severn read aloud from a vol- 
nme of Jeremy Taylor. On first comii^ to Eome, 
he had bought a copy of AlSeri, but finding on the 
second page these lines. 



be laid down the book and opened it no more. Od 
the 14th Februaiy, 1821, Severn speaks ol'a change 
that had taken place inhjm toward greater qnietness 
and peace. He talked much, and fell at last into a 
sweet sleep, in which he seemed to have happy 
dreams. Perhaps he beard the soft footfall of the 
angel of Death, pacing to and fro under his win- 
dow, to be his Valentine. That night he asked to 
bave this epitaph inscribed upon his gravestone. 

On the 23<I, he died, without pain and as if falling 
aaleep. His last words were, " I am dying ; I rfiall 
die easy ; don't be frightened ; be firm and thank 
God it has come ! ;' 

He was buried in the Protestant burial-ground at 
Rome, in that part of it which is now disused and 
secluded from the rest. A short time before his 
death, be told Severn that he thought his int«nsesC 
pleasure in Ufe had been to watch the growth of 
flowers ; and once, after lying peacefully awhile, he 
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said, "I feel the flowers growing over me." His 
grave is marked by a. little head-slone, on which aro 
carved somewhat rudely bis name and age. and the 
epitaph dictated by himself. No tree or shrub has 
been planted near it; but the daisies, faithful to 
their buried lover, crowd his small mound with a 
galaxy of their innocent stars, more prosperous than 
those tinder which he lived. 

In person, Keats was below the middle height, 
with a head small in proportion to the breadth of his 
shoulders. His hair was brown and fine, falling in 
natural ringlets about a face in which enet^y and 
sensibility were remarkably mixed up. Every feat- 
ure was dehcately cut ; the chin was bold ; and 
about the mouth something of a pugnacious expres- 
sion. His eyes were mellow and glowing, large, 
dart, and sensitive. At the recital of a noble ac- 
tion, or a beautifiil thought, they would sufluse with 
tears, and his mouth trembled.* Haydon says that 
his eyes had an inward Delphian look that was per- 
fectly divine. 

The faulls of Keats's poetry are obvious enough ; 
but it should be remembered that he died at twenty- 
four, and that he offends by superabundance and 
not poverty. That he was overlanguaged at fiiBt 
there can be no doubt, and in this was implied the 
possibility of falling back to the perfect mean of 
QictJon. It is only by the rich that the costly plain- 
ness, which at once satisfies the taste and the imag- 
ination, is attainable. 

Whether Keats was original or not we do not 
think it useful to discuss until it has been settled 
what originaUty is. Mr. Milnes tells us that this 
merit (whatever it is) has been denied to Keats, 
because his poems take the color of the authors he 
happened to be reading at Iho time he wrote them. 
* Leigh Hunt^a Av£obui^aphy, li. 43. 
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But men have tlieir intellectual ancestry, and the 
likeness of some one <£ them is forever unexpectedly 
flashing out in the features of a desceniiant, it 
may be after a gap of several generations. In the 
parliament of the present, every man represents a 
eonstitiiency of the past. It U true that Keats has 
the accent of the men from whom he leai-ned to 
speak, but this is to make oripnality a mere ques- 
tion of externals, and in this sense the author of a 
dictionary might bring an action of ti"over against 
every author who used his words. It J3 the man 
behind the words that gives them value ; and if 
Shakspeare help himself to a verse or a phrase, it 
is with ears that have learned of him to li3t«n that 
we feel the harmony of the one, and it is the mass 
of his intellect that makes the other weighty with 
meaning. Eiiou<rh that we rec<^nize in Keats that 
tmdefinable newness and unexpectedness that we 
call genius. The sunset is original every evening, 
thoupi for thousands of years it has bnilt out of the 
same light and vapor its vi^onary cities with domes 
and pinnacles, and its delectable mountains which 
nidit shall utterly abase and destroy. 

Three men, almost contemporaneous with each 
other, Wordsworth, Eeats, and Bj-ron, were the 
great means of brinmno; back English poetry from 
the sandy deserts ot rhetoric, and recovering for 
her her triple inheritance of simplicity, sensuoua- 
ness, and passion. Of these, Wordsworth was the 
only conscious reformer; and his hostility ta the 
existing formalism injured his earlier ^oems by 
tingeing them with something of iconoolastio extrav- 
agance. He was the deepest thinker, Keats the 
most essentially a poet, and B}Ton the most keenly 
intellectual of the three. Keata had the broadest 
mind, or at least his wind was open in more sides, 
and he was able to understand Wordsworth and 
judge Byron, equally conscious, tJirough his artistic 
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sense, of the jfreatnesses of the one, and the many 
littlenesses of the other, while Wordsworth was iso- 
lated in a feeling of his prophetic character, and 
Byron had only s" uneasy and jealous instinct of 
contemporary merit. The poema of Wordsworth, 
as he was the most individual, accordingly reflect 
the mooils of his own natare ; those of Keats, from 
sensilJvenMs of organization, the moods of his own 
taste and feeling ; and those of Byron, who was im- 
presable chiefly through the understanding, the in- 
tellectual and moral wants of the times in which he 
li^ed. Wordsworth has influenced most the ideas 
of succeeding poets; Keats their forms; and Byron, 
interesting to men of imagination leas for hrs writ- 
ings than for what his writings indicate, reappears 
no more in poetry, but presents an ideal to youth 
made restless with vague desires not yet regulated 
by experience nor supplied with motives by the 
duties of life. 

As every young person goes through all the 
world-old experiences, fancymg them something 
peculiar and pei-sonal to himself, so it is with every 
new "eneration, whose youth alwaj-s finds its repi"e- 
sentativea in its pools. Keats rediscovered the 
delight and wonder that lay enchanted in tlte dic- 
tionary. Wordsworth revolted at the poeljc diction 
which he found in vc^e, hut his own language 
rarely rises above it except when it is npborne by 
the thought. Keats had an instiuct for fane woi-ds, 
which are in themselves pictures and ideas, and had 
more of the power of poetic expression than any 
modem English poet. And by poetic expression 
we do not mean merely a vividness in particulars, 
but the right feeling which heightens or subdues a 
passage or a whole poem to the proper tpne, and 
^ves entircness to the effect. There is a great deal 
more than is commonly supposed in this choice of 
words. Men's thoughts and opinions are in a great 
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degree vassals of liim who invents a new phrase or 
reapplies an old epithet. The thought or feeling 
a thousand times repeated, becomes liis at last who 
titters it best. This power of language ia veiled in 
the old. legends which make the invisible powers 
the servants of some word. As soon as we have 
discovered the word for our joy or sorrow, we aru 
no longer its serfe, but its lords. We reward the 
discoverer of an anaesthetic for the body and make 
him member of all the societies, but him who finds 
a nepenthe for the soul we elect into the small 
academy of the immortals. 

The poems of Keats mark an epoch in English 
poetry; for, however often we may find traces of 
it in others, in them found its strongest expres- 
sion that reaction against the barrel-organ st^le 
which had been reigning by a kind of sleepy divine 
right for half a century. The lowest point was in- 
dicated when there was such an utter confounding 
of the common and the uncommon sense that Dr. 
Johnson wrote verse and Burke prose. The most 
profound gospel of criticism was, that nothing was 
good poetry that could not he translated into good 
prose, as if one should say that the test of sufficient 
moonlight was that tallow-candles could be made 
of it. We find Keats at first going to the other 
extreme, and endeavoring to extract green cucum- 
bers from the rays of tallow ; but we see also incon- 
testable proof of the greatness and purity of his 
poetic ^n in tlie constant return toward equilib- 
rium and repose in his latter poems. And it is a 
repose alwaj's lofty and clear-aired, like tliat of tin; 
eagle balanced in incommunicable sunshine. In 
him a vigorous understanding developed itself in 
equal measure with the divine fiiculty; thought 
emancipated itself fi^im expression without becom- 
ing its tyrant ; and music and meaning floated 
' together, accordant as swan and shadow, on tlie 
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more inward, and the sensational was elevated into 
the typical bj' the control of that finer sense vfbieh 
onderlies the Geneee Eind is the spirit of them. 
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Knowing within myself the manner in which 
this Poem has been produced, it is not without a 
feeling of regret that I make it public. 

What manner I mean, will be quite clear to the 
reader, who must soon perceive groat inexperience, 
imraaturitj', and every error denoting a feverish 
attempt, rather than a deed accomplished. The 
two first books, and indeed the two last, I feel sen- 
sible are not of such completion as to warrant their 
passing the press; nor should they if 1 thought a 
year's castigalion would do them any good; — it 
will not; the foundations are too sandy. It is just 
that this youngster should die away ; a sad thought 
for me, if I had not some hope that while it is 
dwindling I may be plotting, and fitting myself for 

This may be speaking too presumptuously, and 
mav deserve a punishment ; out no feeling man 
will be forward to inflict it ; he will leave me alone, 
with the conviction that there is not a fiercer hell 
than the failure in a great object. This is not 
wiitten with the least atom of purpose to forestall 
triticisms of course, but from the desire I have to 
conciliate men who are competent (o look, and who 
do look with a zealous eye, to the honor of Eng- 
hsh hteiature 

The imagination of a boy is healtliy, and the 
mature imagination of a man is healthy ; but there 
is a space of life between, in which the aoul is in a 
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ferment, the character utidccidei], the way of life 
uncertain, the ambition thick-sighted; thence pro- 
ceeds mawkishness, and all the thousand Utters 
whioh those men I speak of must necessarily taste 
in going over the following pages. 

f hope I have not in too late a day touched the 
beautiful mythologj' of Greece, tiiid dulled its 
brightness ; for I wish to try once more before I 
bid it farewell. 

Teignjioltth, Api-il 10, ]8i8. 
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ENDYMION. 



THING of beauty is a joy for ever 
Its lovuliii""" ' '' " 



Pass into nothingneas ; but still will keep 
A bower quiet for us, and a sleep 
Pull of Bweet dreams, and healtli, and quiet breath- 
ing. 
Therefore, on every morrow, are we wreathing 
A flowery band to bind us to the earth. 
Spite of despondence, of the inhuman dearth 
Of noble natures, of the gloomy days, 
Of all the unhealthy and o'ev-darken'd ways 
Made for our searching : yea, in spite of all. 
Some shape of beauty moves away the pall 
From our dark spiritsil Such the sun, the moon, 
Trees old and young, sprouting a shady boon 
For simple sheep ; and sueh are daflbdils 
With the green world the^ live in ; and clear rills 
That for themselves a cooling covert make 
'Gainst the hot season ; the mid-forest brake. 
Rich with a sprinkling of fair musk-rose blooms: 
And such too is the grandeur of the dooms 
We have imagined ftr the mighty dead ; 
All lovely tides that we have heard or read : 
An endless fountain of immortal drink, 
Pouring unto us frocn the heaven's brink. 

Nor do we merely feel these essences 
For one short hour; no, even as the trees 
That whisper round a temple become soon 
Dear as the temple's self, so does the moon, 
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Tlie paaalon poesy, glories infinite, 

Haunt OS till tliey become a cheering light 

Unto our souls, and bound to 113 so fast, 

~ ----- -^^^ ^^ gloom o'ercast. 

Therefore, 'tis with full happiness that I 
Will trace the story of Endymion. 
The very music of the name has gone 
Into my being, and each pleasant scene 
Is crowing fresh before me as the green 
Of our own valleys: so I will begin 
Now while I cannot hear the city's din ; 
Now while the early budders are just new. 
And run in mazes of the youngest hue 
About old forests ; nhile the willow trails 
Its delicate amber ; and the dairy pails 
Bring home inurease of milk. And, as the year 
Grows lush in juicy stalks, I'll smoothly steer 
My little boat, for many quiet hours, 
With streams that deepen freshly into bowers. 
Many and manj' a verse I hope lo write. 
Before the daisies, vermeil rlmm'd and white. 
Hide in deep herb;^ ; and ere yet the bees 
Hum about globes 01 clover and sweet peas, 
I must be near the middle of^ my story. 
O may no wintry season, bare and hoary, 
. See it half-finish'd : but let Autumn bold, 
With univei-sal tinge of sober gold, 
Be all about me when I make an end. 
And now at once, adventuresome, I send 
My herald thought into a wilderness : 
There let its trumpet blow, and quickly dress 
My uncertain path with green, that I may speed 
Easily onward, thorough flowers and weed. 

Upon the sides of Latmos was outspread 
A mighty foreet j for the moist earth fed 
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So pleiiteously ail weeJ-liHlilen roots 

Into o'erclianging bougha, and precious fruits. 

And it Iiad gloomy shades, sequester'd deep, 

Whore no man vent ; and if from shepherd's keep 

A lamb stray'd far ardown tlioso inmost glens, 

Never again saw he th« happy pens 

Whitlier liis brethren, hleatiog with content. 

Over the hills at every nightfall went. 

Among tho shepherds 'twaa believed ever, 

That not one fleecy lamb which tlins did sever 

From the white floek, but pass'd unworried 

By any wolf, or pard with jn'ying head, 

ITntil It came to some unlboted plains 

Where fed the herds of Pan : ay, ffreat his gains 

Who thus one lamb did lose. Fatlia there were 

Winding through palmy fern, and rushes fenny. 
And ivy banks j all leading pleasantly 
To a( wide lawnj whenue one coald only see 
Sterna thronging all around between the swell 
Of tuft and slanting branches : who could tell 
The freshness of the space of heaven above. 
Edged round with dark ti-ee-tops? through whiuh 

a dove 
Would often heat its wings, and often too 
A little cloud would move across the blue. 

Full in the middle of this pleasantness 
There stnod a marble altar, with a tress 
Of flowers budded newly ; and the dew 
Had taken fairy phantasies to strew 
Daisies upon the sacred sward last eve, 
And 30 the dawned light in pomp receive. 
For 'twas the morn : Apollo's upward fire 
Hade every eastern cloud a silvery pyre . 
Of brightness so unsullied, that therein 
A melancholy spirit well might win 
Oblivion, and mcit out his essence fine 
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Into the winds: rain-scented eglanline 
Gave temperate sweeta to that well-wooinji aun ; 
The lark waa lost in him ; cold sprinjis hail run 
To warm their chiHioet bubbles in the grass ; 
Man's voice was on the mountains ; and the mass 
Of nature's lives and wonders pulsed («nfoId, 
To feel this sun-rise and its glories old. 

Now while the silent workings of the dawn 
Were busiest, into that self-same lawn 
All suddenly, with iojful cries, there sped 
A troop of little children garlanded ; 
Who gathering roond the altar, seem'd to pry 
Earnestly round as wishing to espy 
Some folk of holiday : nor had they waited 
For raany^ moments, ere their ears were sated 
With a faint breath of muMc, which even then 
Ml'd out its voice, and died away again. 
Within a little spaua again it gave 
Its airy swellings, with a gentle wavo, 
To light-hnng leaves, in smoothest echoes broakinj; 
Through eopse-clad valleys, — ere their death, 

o'ertaking 
The surgy murmurs of the lontlj sea. 

And now, as deep into the wood as we 
Might mark a lynx's eye, there glimmei-'d lin-ht 
Fair faces and a rush of garments white, " 
Plainer and plainer showing, till at last 
Into the widest alley they all past. 
Making directly for the woodland altiir. 
O kindly muse ! let iiot ray weak (ongue falter 
In telling of this goodly company. 
Of their old piety, and of their glee r 
But let a portion of ethereal dew 
Fall on my head, and presently unmew 
My soul ; that I may dare, in i»ayfartii«, 
T_ .. ,^ ^ji^j^ ;^jj Chaueer used to sing. 
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Leading tlie way, youuo damsels danced along. 
Bearing iSe boTden of a shepherd's song; 
Each havinn a white wicker, overbrimmd 
With April^ t«nd*r younglings ; next, well trimm'd, 
A crowd of shepherds with as sunburnt looks 
As may be read of in Arcadian books ; 
Such as sat listening round Apollo's pipe. 
When the great deity, for earth too ripe. 
Let his dinnity o'erfiowing die 
In music, through the vales of Thessaly : 
Some idly trcurd their sheep-hooks on tlie gronnd. 
And some kept up a shrilly mellow sound 
With ebon-tipped flutes: close after these. 
Now coming from beneath the forest trees, 
A venerable priest full soberly, 
Begirt with ministering looks : alway his eye 
Steadfast upon the matted turf he kept, 
And after him his sacred vestments swept. 
From his right hand there swung a vase, milk- 

Of mingled wine, out-sparkling generous light ; 

And in bis left he held a basket full 

or all sweet: herbs that searching eye could cuU: 

Wild thyme, and vailey-lilies whiter still 

Than Leda's love, and cresses from the rill. 

His aged head, crowned with beeehen wreath, 

Seem^ like a poll of .ivy in the teeth 

Of winter hoar. Then came another crowd 

Of shepherds, lifting in due time aloud 

Their share of the ditty. After them appear'd, 

tJp-follow'd by a multitude that rear'd 

Their voices to the clouds, a fair-wrought car 

Ea^ly rolling so as scarce to mar 

The freedom of three steeds of dapple brown ; 

Who stood therein did seem of great renown 

Among the throng. His youth was fully blown, 

Showing like Ganymede to manhood grown ; 

And, for those simple times, his garments were 
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A chieftain king's ; beneath his breast, half bare, 

Was hung a silver bugle, and between 

His nervy knees there lay a boar-spear keen. 

A smile was on his countenance; he seem'd 

To common lookers-on like one who dream'd 

Of idleness in groves Elysian ; 

But there were some who feelingly could scan 

A lurking trouble in his nether lip, 

And see that oftentimes the reins would slip 

Through his forgotten hands ; then would they sigh, 

And think of j'ellow leaves, of owlets' cry, 

Of logs piled solemnly. — Ah, well-a-day, 

Why should our yomig Endymion pine away I 



To sudden veneration : women meek 

Beokon'd their sons to silence ; while each cheek 

Of virfjiti bloom paled gently for slight fear. 

Endymion too, without a forest peer. 

Stood, wan, and pale, and with an awed face. 

Among his brothers of the mountain chase. 

In midst: of all, the venerable priest 

Eyed them with joy from greatest to the least, 

And, after lifting up his aged hands. 

Thus spake he : " Men of Latmos ! shepherd 

Whose care it is to guanl a thousand flocks : 
Whether descended from beneath the rocks 
That overtop your mountains ; whether come 
From valleys where the pipe is never dumb ; 
Or from your swelling downs, where sweet air stirs 
Blue harebells lightly, and where prickly furze 
Buds lavish gold ; or ye, whose precious charge 
Nibble their fill at ocean's very marge. 
Whose mellow reeds are touch'd with sounds forlorn 
By the dim echoes of old Triton's horn ; 
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Mothers and wives ! w!io day by day prepare 
The scrip, with neodmenta, tor the mouul^n air ; 
And all ye guntle girls who fostjjr up 
tTdderless lambs, and in a little cup 
Will put tlioice honey for a favour'd youth; 
Yea, every one attend I for in good truth 
Our vows are wanting to our grent god Pan, 
Are not our lowing heifers sleeker tian 
Night-swollen mushrooms ? Are not our wide 

plains 
Speckled with countless fleeees ? Have not rains 
Green'd over April's lap ? No howling sad 
Sickens our fearful ewes; and we have had 
Great bounty from Eudyinion our lord. 
The earth is glad : the merry lark has pour'd 
His early song i^inst yon breezy sky, 
That spreads so clear o'er our eoleuinity." 

Thus ending, on the shrine he heap'd a spire 
Of teeming sweets, enkindlinn; sacred fire ; 
Anon he stain'd the thick and spongy sod 
With wine, in honour of the shepherd-god. 
How while the earth was drinking it, and while 
Bay leaves were cvaokliiig in the fragrant pile. 
And gummy frankincense was sparkling bright 
'Neath smothering parsley, and a hazy light 
Spread grayly eastward, thus a chorus sang : 

" O thou, whose mighty palace roof doth hang 
Prom jagged trunks, and overshadoweth 
Eternal whispers, glooms, the birth, life, death 
Of unseen flowers in heavy peacefulness ; 
Who lovest to see the hamadryads dress 
Their rufHed locks where meeting hazels darken ; 
And through whole solemn houi-s dost sit, and 

The dreary melody of bedded reeds — 

In desolate places, where dank moisture breeds 
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The pipy hemlock to strange OTergrowtli, 

Bethinking thee, how melancholy loth 

Thou wast U> lose fair Syrinx — do thou now, 

By thy love's milky broiv ! 

By all the trembling mazes that she ran, 

Hear us, great Pan ! 

" O thou, for whose soul-soothing quiet, turtles 
rassi'on xhefr vofi:es ooofiig^ toong mjMfes, 
What time thou wanderest at eventide 
Through sunny meadows, that outskirt the side 
or thine enmossed realms ; O thou, to whom 
Broad-leaved fig-trees even now foredoom 
Their ripen'd fruitage ; yellow-girted bees 
Their golden honeycombs; our village leas 
Their fairest blossom'd beans and poppied com ; 
The chuekling linnet its five young unborn, 
To ring for thee ; low-creeping strawberries 
Their summer coolness ; pent-up butterflies 
Their freckled wings ; yea, the freah-budding year 
All its completions — be quickly near. 
By every wind that nods the mountain pine, 
forester divine 1 

" Thou, to whom every faun and satyr flies 
For willing service ; whether to surprise 
The squatted' bare while in half-sleeping fit ; 
Or upward ragged precipices flit 
To save poor lainbkins from the cole's maw ; 
Or by mysterious enticement draw 
Bewilder'd shepherds to their path s^ain ; 
Or to tread breathless round the frothy main. 
And gather up all fancifullest shells 
For thee to tumble into Naiads' cells, 
And, being hidden, laugh at their out-peeping; 
Or to delight tbee with fantastic leaping, 
The while"they pelt each other on the crown 
With silvery oak-apples, and fir-cones brown — 
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By all tlie echoes that about tiiee ring, 
Hear us, O satyr king 1 

" Hearkener to the loud-ulappiiig shears, 
While ever and anon to his shorn peers 
A ram goes bleating : Winder of the honi. 
When snouted wild-boara routing tender eorn 
Anger onr huntsman : Breather round our farma, 
To teep off mildews, and all weather harms ; 
Strange ministrant of iindeacribed sounds. 
That come a^wooning over hollow grounds, 
And wither drearily on barren moors ; 
Dread opener of the mysterious doors 
Leading to univei'sai knowledge — see, 
Great son of Dryope, 
The many that are come to pay tlieir vows 
With leaves about tlieir brows ! 

" Be still the unimaginable lodge 
For solitary thinkings ; such as dodge 
Conception to the very bourne of heaven, 
Then leave the naked brain ; be still the leaven, 
That spreading in this dull anil clodded earth, 
Gives it a touch ethereal — a new birth : 
Be still a symbol of immensity : 
A firmament reflected in a sea ; 
An element filling the space betiveen ; 
An unknown — bnt no more: we humbly screen 
With uplift hands our foreheads, lowly bending. 
And giving out a shout most heaven-rending, 
Ooiijure thee to receive our humble Ptean, 
Upon &y Mount Lycean ! " 

Even while Ihey brought the burden to a close, 
A shout from the whole multitude arose, . 
That linger'd in the air like dying rolls 
Of abrupt thunder, when Ionian shoals 
Of dolphins bob their noses through the brine. 
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Meantime, on shady levels, mossy fine, 

Yoang eniiipanica nimbly began dancing 

To the swin: treble pipe, and humming string. 

Ay, those fair living tonns swam heavenly 

To tunea forgotten — out of momorj- : 

Fair creatu res 1 whose young i:hildi-en'sohildrenbred 

Thermopylas its heroes — not j-et dead, 

But in old marbles ever beauliliil. 

High gunilars, unconscioQs did they cull 

Tinae'a sweet lirst-fruits — they daneed to weariness, 

And th«n in quiet circles did they press 

The hillock tui'f, and c.iugiit tlie latter end 

or some strange history, jiotent to send 

A yonng mind from its bodily teneaient. 

Or they mif^ht watth the q^iiovl^pitehevs, intent 

On cither side ; pityin« the sad death 

Of Hyacintbns, when Bia cruel breath 

Of Zephyr slew him, — Zephyr penitent. 

Who DOW, ore Pha:bua mounts the firmatnunt, 

Fondles the flower amid the sobbing rain. 

The archers too, upon a wider plain, 

Beside the feathery whizzing of tlie shaft 

And the dull twanging bowstring, and (he raft, 

Branch down sweepin" from a tall ash top, 

Call'd up a thousand thouglita to envelope 

Those who would wateh. Perhaps, the trembling 



Were dead and gone, and her caressing tongue 

Lay a lost thing upon her paly Kp, 

And very, very deadliness did nip 

Her motherly cheeks. Aroused from this sad mood 

By one, who at a distance bud halloo'd. 

Uplifting his strong bow into the, air, 

Many might after Ini^diter visions stare : 

After the Argonauts, in blind amaze 

Tossing about on Neptune's restless ways, 
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Until, from the horizon's vaulted side, 

Tbere sliot a golden splendour far and wide. 

Spangling those million poutings of the brine 

With quiveiing ore : 'twas even an awful shine 

From the exaltation of Apollo's bow ; 

A heavenly beacon ia their dreary woe. 

WIio thas were ripe for high contemplating, 

Might turn their eleps towi^a the sober ring 

Where sat Endymion and the aged priest 

' Mon" shepherds gone in eld, whose looks increased 

The sUvery setting of their mortal star. 

There they discoursed upon the fragile bar 

That ieeps us from our homes ethereal ; 

And what our duties there; to nightly call 

Vesper, the beauty-urest of summer weather; 

To summon all the downiest cbuds tc^ether 

For the gun's purple couch ; to emulate 

In nunistering^ the potent rule of fate 

With speed oT fire-tail'd exhalations ; 

To tint her pallid cheek with bloom, who cons 

Sweet poesy by moonlight : besides these, 

A world of other unguess'd offices. 

Anon they wander'd, by divine converse. 

Into Elysium ; vying td rehearse . 

Each one his own andcipated bliss. ' 

One felt heart-certain that he could not miaa 

His qnick-gone love, among fair blossom'd boughs, 

Where every sephyr-sigh pouts, and endows 

Her lips with music for the iVelcoming. 

Another wiah'd, 'mid that eternal spring, 

To meet his rosy child, with feathery sails. 

Sweeping, eye-earnestly, through almond vales : 

Who, suddenly, should stoop through the smooth 

And with the balmiest leaves his temples Ijind; 
And, over after, throu"h those regions be 
His messenger, his little Mercury. 
Some were athirst in soul to see again 
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Their fellow-huntsmen o'er the wide oliampaign 
In times loti^ past ; to sit with them, and talk 
Of all the chances in their earthly walk ; 
Comparing, joyfuily, their plenteous stores 
Of happiaees, to when upon the moora, 
BenighteJ, close they Luddleil from the cold. 
And shared their faniisL'il scrips. <Thus all outtold 
Their ibnd imaginations, — saving him '' 
Whose eyelids cnrtiun'd np their jewels dim, 
Endymion : yet hourly had he striven 
To liide the cankering venom, that had riven 
His fainting recollections. Now indeed 
His senses had swoon'd off; he did not heed 
The sudden silence, or the whispers low. 
Or the old eyes dissolving at his woe, 
Or anxious calls, or close of trembling palms, 
Or maiden's sigh, that gi-ief itself embalms: 
But in the selfsame fixed trance he kept. 
Like one who oa the earth had never stcpt. 
Ay, even as dead-still as a marble uian, 
Frozen in that old tale Arabian. 

Who whispers him so pantingly and uioae ? 
Feona, his svreet sister : of all those, 
His friends, the dearest. Hushing signs she made, 
And breathed a sistei''s sorrow to persuade 
A yielding up, a cradling on her care. 
Her eloquenc'e did breathe away tlie curse : 
She ted him; like some midnight spirit nurse 
Of happy changes in emphatic dreams. 
Along a path between two little streams, — 
Gaardinghis forehead, with her round elbow, 
From low-grown branches, and his footsteps slow 
From stumbling over stumps and hillocki small ; 
Until they came to where these sti-eaiulets fall. 
With mingled bubbiings and a gentle rush. 
Into a river, clear, brimful, and flush 
With crystal mocking of the trees and sky. 
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A little sliallop, floatm" there hard hy, 

Pointed its beak over the fringed bank ; 

And soon it lightly dipt, and rose, and sank, 

And dipt a^ain, with the young couple's weight, — 

Peona guiding, through the water straight. 

Towards a boweiy island opposite ; 

Which gaining presently, she steered liglit 

Jnto a shady, fresh, and ripply cove, 

Where nested was an arbour, overwove 

By many a summer's silent fingering ; 

To whose cool bosom she was used to bring 

Her playmates, with their needle broidery, 

And minstrel memories of times gone by. 

So she was gently glad to see him laid 
Under her favourite bower's quiet shade. 
On her own couch, new made of flower leaves, 
Dried carefully on the cooler side of sheaves 
When last the sun his autumn tresses shook. 



£ut, ere it crept upon him, he had preaC 
Feona's busy hand against his lips. 
And still, a-sleeping, held her finger-tips 
In tender pressure. And as a willow keeps 
A patient watch over the stream that creeps 
Windingly by it, so the quiet maid 
Held her in peace : so'that a whispering Made 
Of grass, a wailful snat, a bee bustling 
Down in the bluebeTls, or a wren light rustling 
Among sere leaves and twigs, might all be heard. 

O magic sleep I O comfortable bird. 
That bvoodest o'er the troubled sea of the mind 
mi it is hush'd and smooth I O unconlined 
Restraint I impi-ison'd liberty ! great key 
To golden palaces, strange minstrelsj'. 
Fountains grotesque, new trees, bespangled caves. 



Ho.i.iit,,CoOQlc 



48 ENDYMION. 

Echoing grottoes, full of tumbling waves 

And moonlight ; ay, to all thu mazy world 

Of silvery enchantment I — who, upfurl'd 

Beniiath tby drowsy wing a triple hour, 

Bnt renovates and lives V — Thus, in the bower, 

Endymion was calm'd to life again. 

Opening his eyeli{Wwitli a healthier brain, 

He said : " 1 feel this thine endearing love 

All through my bosom : thou art as a dovo 

Trembling its dosed eyes and sleeked wings 

About me ; and tlie pearliest dew not brings 

Such morning ineense from the Helds of May, 

As do those brinhter drops that twinkhng stray 

From those kind eyes, — the very home and haunt 

Of Msterly affeetion. Can I want 

Aught else, aught nearer heaven, than such tears? 

Yet dry them up, in bidding hence all fears 

That, any longer, I will jwiss my days 

Alone and saJ. So, I will once more raise 

My voice upon the mountiun-heighta ; once more 

Make my horn parley from their foreheads hoar : 

Again my troopmg hounds tlieir tongues shall loll 

Around the breathed boar ; again ITl poll 

The fair grown yew-tree, for a chosen bow ; 

And, when the pleasant sun is getting low, 

Again 111 linger in a sloping mead 

To hear the speckled thrushes, and see feed 

Our idle sheiSp. So be thou cheered, sweet! 

And, if thy lute is here, softly entreat 

My soul to keep in its resolved course." 

Hereat Peona, in their silver source. 
Shut her pure sorrow-drops with glad exclaim. 
And took a lute, from which there pulsing came 
A lively prelude, fashioning the way 
In which her voice should wander. 'Twas a lay 
More subtlc-cadeneeil, more forest wild 
Than Dryope's lone lulling of her child ; 
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And nothing eince has floated in the air 

So mouviifuT strange. Surely some influence rare 

Went, spiritual, through, the daiDsel's hand ; 

For still, with Delphie emphasis, she spann'd 

The quick invisible strings, even though she saw 

Endymion's spirit melt away and thaw 

Before the deep intoxication. 

But soon she came, wifh sudden burst, upon 

Her seif-posseasion — swung the lute aside, 

And earnestly said : '' Brother, 'tis vain to hide 

That thoa dost know of things mysterious. 

Immortal, starry ; such alone could thus 

Weigh down thy nature. Hast thou sinn'd in 

aught 
Offensive to the heavenly powers? Caught 
A Paphian dove upon a message sent? 
Thy deathful bow i^inst some doei^herd bent, 
Sacred to Dian ? Haply, thou hast seen 
Her naked limbs among the alders green ; 
And that, alas I is dearti. No, \ can trace 
Something more high perplexing in thy face ! " 

Endyniion look'd at her, and press'd her hand, 
And said, " Art thou so pale, who wast so bland 
And Bierry in our meadows ? How is this ? 
Tell me thine suhuent : tell me all amiss ! 
Ah! thou hast been unhappy at the change 
Wrought suddenly in me. What indeed more 

strange ? 
Or more complete to overwhelm surmise ? 
Ambition is no slu^ard : 'tis no prize, 
That toiling years would put within my grasp, 
That i have agh'd for : with so deadly gasp 
No man e'er panted for a mortal love. 
So ail have set my heavier grief above 
These things which happen. Kightly have they 

I, who stil! saw ihe horizontal sun 
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Heave his braad shoulder o'er Che edge of the 

world, 
Oiit-faeiiig Lucifer, anci then liad linrl'd 
My spuur aloft, as signal for the chase — 
J, who, for verj- B^wrt of lioart, would rai;e 
With my owu ateed fTOin Araby ; pliii^lc down 
A vulture froiu his towery peruhing ; frown 
A lion into growlinn;, lolh retire — 
To lose, at onue, airmy toil-breeding fire, 
And sink thus low I but I will ease my brcaat 
Of sctrt't grief, here in this bowery nest. 

" This river does not see the naked sfcy. 
Till it begins to progress silverly 
Around the wcstei'n border of fiie wood, 
Whence, from a certain spot, its winding flood 
Seems at tbe distance like a. crescent moou : 
And in that nook, the very pride of June, 
Had I been used to pass my weary eves; 
The rather for tlio sun unwilling leaves 
So dear a piiduru of his sovereign power. 
And I could witness his most kjnnly hour, 
When he doth tighten np the gokleu reins. 
And paces leisurely down amber plains 
His snorting tour. Now when his chariot last 
Its beams figainsC the Kodiac-Iion cast. 
There blossom'd suddcnljr a magic bed 
Of sacred dittany, and poppies I'ed : 
At which I wonder'd greatly, knowing well 
That but one night had wrought this flowery spell ; 
And, sitting down close by, began to muse 
What it might mean. Perhaps, tliought I, Mor- 

In passing hero, his owlet pinions shook ; 
Or, it may be, ere matron Night jiptook 
Her ebon urn, young Meraury, by stealtli. 
Had dipp'd his rod in it: such garland wealth 
Came not by common growth. Thus on I thought, 
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Until my head was diaay and disiraught. 

Moroovur, through the damping poppies stole 

A breeze most softly lalling to mj- aoul ; 

And shapin<; viaoiia all about ray ^ght 

Of colors, wings, and bursfs of spangly light ; 

The wbich became more strange, and strange, and 

And then were gulf 'djn a tumultuous swim ; 
And (lien I fell asleep. ' Ah, can 1 tell 
The enchantment that aftenvards befell ? 
Yet it was bat a dream : yet such a dream 
Tliat never tongue, although it overteem 
With mellow utterance, like a cavern spring. 
Could flnuro out and to conception bring 
All I beheld and felt Methouglit I lay 
-Watching the zenith^Vhera the milky way 
Among the stars in vii^u splendour pours; 
And travelling my eye, until the doors 
Of heaven appear'd to open for my flight, 
I became loth and learfal to alight 
Promauch high soaring by a downward glance: 
So kept me steadfast in that airy tranuc, 
&oreading iniaj;iiiaTj- pinions wide. 
When, presently, the stars began to glide, 
And f^nt away, before my eager view : 
At which I sigh'd that I could not pursue. 
And dropp'd my vision to the horizon's verge ; 
And 16 1 from openiii" clouds, I saw emerge 
The loveliest lUoon, that ever ulver'd o'er 
A shell for Neptune's goblet; she did soar 
So pasaionalely bright, my dazzled soul 
Commingling with her argent spheres did lull 
Through ulear and cloudy, even when she went 
At last into a dark and vapoury tent — 
Whereat, methought, the bdless-eycd trai* 
Of planets all were in the blue again. 
To commune with those orba, once more 1 raised 
My Mght right upward : but it was quite dazed 
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iglii Bometliing, gaiiiog donn apace, 
laking mo quickly veil my eyes and fat-e : 
AgMn I loolt'd, and, O ye deitiea. 
Who from Olympus wattli our destinies ! 
Whenoo diat completed form of all completeness? 
Whence came that high perfection of all sweel^ 

Speak, stubborn earth, and tell me where, O 

where 
Hast thou a symbol of her jjohlen hair? 
Not oat-sheaves drooping iu the western sun; 
Not — thy Bott hand, fair sister ! let me ahun 
Suuh follying before thee — yet she hail, 
Indeed, IwJts bright enough to make mu mad ; 
And they mere aimply gordian'd up and br^ded. 
Leaving, in naked comeliness, unshaded, 
Her pearl round eftrs,white neck, and orbed brow J 
The whiuh wei-e blended in, I know not how, 
With such a paradise of lips and eyes. 
Blush-tinted cheeks, half smiles, and faintest sighs, 
That, when I think thereon, my spirit clings 
And plays about its fancy, till the stingi 
Ol' human neighbourhood envenom all. 
Unto what awful power sliall I call? 
To what high fane, — Ah ! sec her hoverin" feet, 
More hluely veinM, more soft, more whitely sweet, 
Than those of sea-born Venus, when she rose 
■ From out her cradle shell. The wind out-blows 
Her scarf into a fluttering pavilion ; 
'Us blue, and over-spangled with a million 
Of little eyes, as though thou wert to shed. 
Over the darkest, lushest bluebell bed, 
Haudluls of daisies." — "Endymion, how strange! 
Dream within dream ! " — " She took an liiry 

And then, towards me, like a verj- maid, 

Came blushing, waning, willing, and afraid, 

And press'd me by the hand ; Ah I 'twas too much ; 
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Metlioun:1it I ftiinti'il at the cliarmnd toucli, 

Tet huld my rui^ollui'tion, even as one 

Who dives three fathoms where the waters run 

Gargling in beds of coral : for anon, 

I felt upmounted'^n that rei^on 

Where falling stars dart tlieir arlillerj- forth, 

And eagles struggle with the buffeting north 

That balaneea the heavy metcor-stocie ; — 

Felt too, I was not fearful, nor alone. 

But lapp'd and luli'd along the dangerous sky. 

Soon, as it seem'd, we left our jonrneying liigh, 

And straightway into frightful eddies swoop'd; 

Such as aye muster where gray time lias sooop'd 

Huge dens and caverns in a mountain's side : 

There hollow sounds aroused me, and I sigh'd 

To faint once more by lookin" on my bliss — 

I was distraeted ; madly did I kiss 

The wooing arms which held me, and did give 

My eyes at onte to death : but 'twas to live, 

To taJto in draughts of life from the gold fount 

Of kind and passionate looks; to count, and count 

The moments, by some greedy help that suem'd 

A second self, tliat eui;h might be i-eduera'd 

And plunder'd of its load of blesseilness. 

Ah, desperate mortal I 1 even dared to press 

Her yttry eheek (gainst my crowned lip, 

And, at (hat moment, felt my body dip 

Our feet wiire soft in flowers.^ There was store 
Of newest joys upon that alp. Bometimos 
A scent of violets, and blossoming limes, 
Loiter'd around us ; then of honey cells. 
Made delicate from all white-tlower bells ; 
And once, above the eilges of our nest, 
An arch face poep'd, — an Oread as I guess'd. 

" Why did I dream that sleep o'erpowcr'd me 
In midst of all this heaven ? Why not see. 
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Far olT, the slia<iowa of liis pinions dark, 

And stare tliem from me ? But no, like a spark 

That needs muat die, although its little beam 

Keflecte upon a diamond, my sweet dieam 

Fell into nothing — into stupid aleep. 

And so it was, until a gentle creep, 

A careful moving cau^timy waking ears, 

And up 1 started : Ah ! my sjnha, my tears, 

My clenched hands ; — for lo ! the poppies liutig 

Dew-dabbled on their stalks, the ouzel sung 

A heav^ ditty, and the sullen day 

Had chidden herald Hesperus away. 

With leaden looks : the solitary breeze 

Bluster'd, and slept, and its wild self did lease 

With wayward melancholy ; and I thought, 

Mark me, Peona ! that sometimes it brought 

Faint fare-thee- wells, and sigb-shrilled adieus ! — 

Away I wander'd — all the pleasant hues 

Of lieaven and earth had faded : deepest shades 

Were deepest dungeons ; heaths and sunny glades 

Were full of pestilent light ,■ our taintless rills 

Seem'd sooty, and o'erspread with upturn'd <nll3 

Of dyin^ Ssh ; the yermeil rose had blown " 

In frightful scarlet, and its thorns outgi-own 

Like spiked aloe. If an innocent bird 

Before my heedless footsteps Btirr'd, and stirr'd 

In little journeys, I beheld in it 

A disguised demon, missioned to knit 

My soul with under darkness ; to entice 

My stumblings down some monstrous precipice : 

Therefore I eager fbllow'd, and did curse 

The disappointment. Time, that aged nurse, 

Rock'd me to patience. Now, thanlf gentle heaven ! 

These things, with all their comfbrtings, are given 

To my down-sunken houn?, and with flieo. 

Sweet sister, help to stem the ebbin" sea 

Of weary life." 
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Tlius (in lied he, ami both 
Sat silent; for the maiil was very lotli 
To answer; feeling well that breathed words 
Would all be lost, unheard, and vain as swords 
Ajrainst the enchased crocodile, or leaps 
Ot grasshoppers against lh« sun. She weeps, 
And wonders ; etru^les to devise some blaiue ; 
To put on such a loot aa would say, Slimne 
On this poor weaknesn .' bat, tor all her strife. 
She could as soon have crush'd away the life 
From a mk dove. At lengUi, to ^ak the pause. 
She said ^ith trembling chance ; "ds this the cause? 
This all ? Yet it is strange, and sad, alas I 
That one who through this middle earth should pass 
Most like a sojourning demi^d, and leave 
Hia name npon the harp-string, should acMeve 
No higher bard than simple maidenhood, 
Sindng alone, and fearfully, — how the blood 
Lett his young cheek ; and how he used to stray 
He knew not where ; and how he would say, nay, 
If any said 'twas love : and yet 'twas love ; 
What could it be hut love V How a ring-dove 
Let fall a spi'ig of yew-tree in his iiath 
And how he died : and then, that love doth scathe 
The gentle heait, as northern blasts do roses ; 
And then the ballad of his sad lite closes 
With sighs, and an alas I — Endymion ! 
Be rattier in the trumpet's mouth, — anon 
Among the winds at large — that all may hearken! 
Although, before the crystal heavens darken, 
I watch and dote upon the silver lakes 
Pictured in western i;loudiness, that takes 
The semblance of gold rocks and bright gold sands, 
Islands, and creeks, anil amber-fretted strands 
With horses pi-aneing o'er them, palaces 
And toweiB of amelhjat, — would I so tease 
My pleasant ilnys, because I could not mount 
Into those regions ? The Morphean fount 
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Of that fine clement (hat yigions, dreams, 

And fitful wli[ms of sleep are made of, streams 

Into its airy channels with so subtle, 

So tliin a breathing, not the spider's shuttle, 

Circled a million times within the spaue 

Of a swallovf's neat-door, L-ould delay a trace, 

A tinting of its quality ; how light 

Must dreams themselves be ; seeing they're mon 

slight 
Than the mere nothing that engenders them ! 
Then wherefore sully the entrusted gem 
Of high and noble life with thoughts so sick 'i 
Why pierce high-fronted honour to the (juiufc 
For nothing but a dream ? " Hereat the youth 
Look'd up ; a eonflitting of shame and ruth 
Was in his plaited brow : yet his eyelids 
Widen'd a little, as when Zephyr bids 
A tittle breeze to creep between the fans 
Of careless butterflies: amid his pains 
He seem'd to taste a drop of manna-dew, 
Full palatable ; and a colour grew 
Upon his cheek, while thus lie lifeful spake. 

" Peona 1 ever Jiave 1 long'd to slake 
My thirst for the world's praises : nothing base, 
Ho merely slumberous phantasm, couid unlace 
The stubborn canvas for my voyage prepared — 
Though now 'tis tatter'd ; leavinn; my bark bared 
And sullenly drifting ; yet my higher hope 
Is of too wide, too rainbow-large a scope, 
To fret at myriads of earthly wrecks. 
Wherein lies happiness ? In that which becks 
Our ready minds to fellowship divine, 
A fellow^ip with essence; till we shine. 
Full alchemized, and free of space. Behold 
The clear religion of heaven 1 Fold 
A rose-leaf round thy Anger's tapevness. 
And soothe thy lips ; hist I when the airy stress 
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or music's kiss imprpgnatos the free winds, 
And with a 8ympatheti« touch unbinds 
.^k>liaii nii^c from their lucid wombs : 
Then old son^ waken from enclouded tombs; 
Old ditties sigh above their father's grave ; 
Ghosts of niuicxltous prophesyings rave 
Round every spot where trod Apollo's foot ; 
Bronze clarions awake, and faintly bruit. 
Where long ago a ^ant battle was; 
And, from the turf, a lullaby doth pass 
In every place whore infant Orpheus slept. 
Feel we these things!' — that moment have i 

Into a sort of oneness, and our state 
Is like a floating spirit's. But there are 
Richer entanglements, enthralments far 
More selMestroying, leading, by degrees. 
To the chief intensity : the crown oT these 
Is made of love and friendship, and sits high 
Upon the forehead of humanity. 
All its more ponderous and bulky worth 
Is friendship, whence there ever issues forth 



Of light, and tljat is love : its influence 
Thrown in our eyes genders a novel sense, 
At which we start and fret : till in the end. 
Melting into its radiance, we blend, 
Mingle, and so become a part of it, — 
Hor with aught else can our souls interkniC 
So wingedly : when we combine therewith. 
Life's self is nourish'd by its proper pith. 
And we are nurtui-ed like a pelican bi'ood. 
Ay, so delicious is the unsating food. 
That men, who might have tower'd in the var 
Of all the congregated world, to fan 
And winnow from the coming step of time 
All chaff of custom, wipe away all slime 
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Left by meii-sliiiis and human serpentry, 
Have been tootent to let occaaion die. 
Whilst they did sleep in love's Elysium. 
And, truly, I would rather be strutlt dmnb, 
Than speak i^inst this anient hatleesnesa r 
For I liave ever thought that it might bleas 
The world with benefits nnknowingly ; 
Ab does the nightingale, up-perched hinh. 
And oloister'd anaong cool and bunched leaves — 
She angs but io her love, nor e'er conceives 
How tiptoe Might holds back her dark-^ray hood. 
Just 60 may love, although 'tis understood 
The mere commingling of passionate breath, 
Produce more than our searching witnesseth : 
What I know not : but who, of men, can tell 
That flowers would bloom, or that green fruit would 

swell 
To melting pulp, that fish would have bright mail, 
The earth its dower of river, wood, and vale. 
The meadows runnels, runnels pebble-stones, 
The seed its harvest, or the lute ite tones. 
Tones ravishment, or ravishment its sweet. 
If human souls did never kiss and greet V 

" Now, if this earthly love has power to make 
Men's being mortal, immortal ; to 'shake 
Ambition froin their memories, and brim 
Their measure of content; what merest whim, 
Seems all this poor endeavour after fame, 
To one, who keeps within his steadfast aim 
A love immortal, an immortal loo. 
Look not so wilder'd ; for these things are true, 
And never can be bom of atomies 
Tliat buzz about our slumbers, like brain-flieB, 
Leavin" us fancy-sick. No, no, I'm sure, 
My rcsUess spirit never could endure 
To brood so long upon one luxury, 
Unless it did, though fearfully, espy 
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A iiope bejoiiil the shadow of a dream. 

My sayings will the less obseureii seem 

When I have told thee how my waking aght 

Has made me scruple whether that same night 

Was pass'd in dreaming. Hearken, sweet Peoaa 

Beyond tijo matron-temple of Latona, 

Which we sliould see but for these darkcnin 

boughs, 
Lies a deep hollow, from whose ra^ed brows 
Bushes and trees do lean all round athwart, 
And meet bo nearly, that with wings ontranght, 
And spreaded tail, a vultare eould not glide 
Past them, but he must brush on every side. 
Some moulder'd steps lead into this cool cell. 
Far as the slabbed mai^in of a well. 
Whose patient level peeps its crystal eye 
Right upward, througli the bushes, to the sky. 
Oft have 1 brought thee flowers, on their stalks se 
Lite vestal primroses, but dark velvet 
Edges them round, and they have golden pits: 
Twas there I got them, from the gaps and slits 
In a mossy stone, that sometimes was my seat, 
When all above was faint with mid-day heat. 
And there in strife no burning thoughts to heed, 
I'd bubble up the water through a reed ; 
So reaching back to boyhood : make me ships 
Of moulted feathers, touchwood, alder chips, 
With leaves stuck in them; and the Neptune be 
Of their petty ocean. Oftener, heavily, 
When lovelorn hours had left me less a child, 
I sat contemplating the figures wild 
Of o'er-hoad clouds'inelting the mirror throngh. 
Upon a day, while thus I watch'd, by flew 
. A cloudy Cupid, with his bow and quiver ; 
So plainly character'd, no breeze would shiver 
The happy chance : so happy, I was fain 
To follow it upon the open pl»n. 
And, therefore, was just going ; when, behold ! 
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A wonder, fair as aiij' I havu told — 

The same bright face I lasted in my. sleep, 

Smilinft in tbe clear well. My hesrt did leap 

rhrough the cool depth. — It moved as if to flee — 

[ started up, when lo I refreshriilly, 

There came upon my face, in plenteona showers, 

Dew-drops, and dewy bnds, and leaves, and flower.^^ 

Wrapping all ol^ects from my smotlicr'd sight, 

liathing my spiiit in a new deli"lit 

Ay, auuh a breathless honey-fee! of bliss 

Alone preserved me from the drear abyss 

Of death, for the fair form had gone again. 

Pleasure is ofl a visitant ; but pain 

CliuEB cruelly to us, like the gnawing sloth 

f^" '■■e deer's tender haunches : late, and loth. 



Of weary days, made deeper exquiate. 

By a foreknowledge of unslumbrous night ! 

Like sorrow came upon me, heavier stiH, 

Than when I wander'd from the poppy hill : 

And a wJiole ago of lingering moments erept 

Sluggishly by, ere more contentment svfept 

Away at once the deadly yellow spleen. 

Yea, thrice have I this fair enchantment seen ; 

Once more been tortured with renewed life. 

When last the wintry gusts gave over strife 

With the u6iiquering sun of spring, and left the 

Warm and serene, but yet with raoisten'd eyes 

In pity^ of the shatter'<l mfant buds, — 

That time thou didst adorn, with amber studs, 

My hunting-cap, because I laugh'd anil smiled, 

Chatted with thoej and many days exiled 

All torment from my breast ; — 'twas even then, 

Straying about, yet coop'd up in the den 

or helpless discontent, — burling my lance 

From place to place, and following at chance, 
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At laal, by bap, tbrouub some young trees it struck, 

And, plasliing among bedded pebbles, etuck 

In tbe middlu of a brook, — whose silver ramble 

Down twenty littlei falls through reeds and bramble-. 

Tracing along, it brought me to a cave. 

Whence it ran brightly forth, and white did lave 

The nether sides or moasy stont's and rotk, — 

'Mong wMcli it gni^led blithe adieus, to mouk 

Its own sweet grief at parting. Overhead, 

Hung a lush screen of drooping needs, and spread 

Thick, as to curtain up some wood-nymph's home. 

' Ah ! impious mortal, whither do 1 roam ! - 

Said I, low-voioed r ' Ah, whither! 'Tis the grot 

Of Proserpine, when Hell, obscure and hot. 

Doth her resign ; and where her tender hands 

She dabbles on the cool and sluicy sands : 

Or 'tis the cell of Echo, where she sits. 

And babbles thorough silence, till her wits 

Ave gone in tender madness, and anon, 

Funts into sleep, with many a dying tone 

Of sadness. O tliat she would take my rows. 

And breathe them sighingly among the boughs, 

To sue lier gentle ears for whose fair head. 

Daily, I pluck awoot flowerets fi-om their bed. 

And weave them dyingly — send honey- whispers 

Round every leaf, that all those gentle lispers 

May sigh my love unto her pitying ! 

charitable Echo ! hear, and sing 

This ditty to her ! — tell bev' — )io I stay'd 

My ibolish tongue, and listening, half afraid, 

Stood stupefied with niy own empty folty, 

And blushing for the Ireaks of melancholy, . 

Salt tears were coming, wheil I heard uiy name J 

Most fondly lipp'd, and then these accents came : 

' Plndymion 1 the cave is secreter 

Than the isle of Delos. Et;ho hence shall stir 

No sighs but sigh-warm kisses, or light noise 

Of thy combing hand, the while it travelling cloys 
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And tremblts tliroiiffh m^ labjrint!iine hair.' 

At that oppress'd, I humed iii. — Ahl where 

Are those swift moments 1 Whither are they fled ? 

I'll smile no more, Peona; noi- will wed 

Sorrow, the way to deatli ; but patiemly 

Bear up against it: so farewell, sad sigh; 

And come instead demurest meditation. 

To oetopy me wholly, and to fashion 

My pilgnmace for the world's duaky brink. 

No more will I count orer, link by link, 

My chain of grief: no longer strive to find 

A half-forgeti'ulneas in mountain wind 

Blustering about my ears : av, thou shalt see, 

Dearest of sisters, what my life shall be ; 

What a calm round of hours shall make my days. 

There is a paly flame of liope that plays 

Where'er I look r but yet, I'll say 'tis nowht 

And here I bid it die. Have not I caught, 
Already, a more healthy countenance ? 
By this the sun is setting ; we may chance 
Meet some of our near-dwellers with my car." 

This said, he rose, faint-smiling, like a star 
Through autumn mists, and took Peona's hand ! 
They stept into the boat, and launch'd from land. 



ROOK II. 



s power of love ! O grief 1 O balml 
All reeordu, saving thine, come cool, and calm. 
And shadowy, through the mist of passed years: 
For othei's, good or bad, hatred ajid tears 
Have betome indolent ; but touiihiiig thine. 
One aifjh doth echo, one poor sob doth pine, 
One kiaa brings honey-dew from buried days. 
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The woes of Troy, towers smotlieriug o'er their 

StilT-liolden shields, far-piercing spears, keen blades, 

Stru^ling, and blood, and shrieks — all dimly fades 

Into some baukwaixJ torner of the brain ; 

Yet, in our very souls, we feel amain 

The close of Troilus and Cressid sweet. 

Hetiee, pageant history I hence, mided clieat ! 

Swart planet in the universe of deeds ! 

Wide sea, that one continuous murmur breeds 

Along the pebbled shore of memory ! 

Many old rotten-timber'd boats there be 

Upon tliy vaporous bosom, magnified 

To goodly vessels ; many a sail of pride. 

And golden-keel'd, is left aulaunch'd and dry. 

But. wherefore this ? What care, though owl did fly 

About the great Athenian admiral's mast ? 

What care, though striding Alexander past 

The Indus with his Macedonian numbers ? 

Though old Ulysses tortured from his slumbers 

The "Intted Cyclops, what care ? — Juliet leaning 

Amid her wiiulow-llowers, — sijjhing, — weaning 

Tenderly her fancy from its maiden snow. 

Doth nioru avail than these : the silver flow 

Of Hiiro's tears, the swoon of Imogen, 

Fair Pastorella in the. bandit's den. 

Are things to brood on with more ardency 

Than thb death-day of empires. Fearfully 

Must such conviction come upon hia head, 

Who, thus far, discontent, has dared t^i tread. 

Without one muse's smile, or kind behest, 

The path of love and poesy. But rest, 

In chafiua; restlessness, is yet more drear 

Tliaa to be crush'd, in striving to uprear 

Ijove's standard on the battlements of song. . 

So once moi'c days and nights aid me along, 

Like logion'd soldiers. 
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Brain-sick shepherd-prince ! 
What promise hast thou faithful guarded since 
The day oC sacrifice? Or, have new sorrows 
Come with the constant ilamn upon thy morrows 
Alas ! 'tis bis old grief. For many days. 
Has he been wandering in uncertain ways : 
Through wilderness, and woods of mossed oaks; 
Connting his woe-worn minutes, by the strokes 
Of the lone wood-cutter; and listenini; stjll, 
Hour after hour, to each lush-leaved nli. 
Now he is sitting bj- a shady spring, 
And el bow- deep with feverous fingering 
Stems the upbursting cold : a wild rose-tree 
Pavilions him in bloom, and he doth see 
A bud which snares his fancy : lo I but now 
He plucks it, dips its stalk in the water: howl 
It swells, it buds, it flowers beneath his sight ; 
And, in the middle, there is softly piglit 
A golden butterfly; upon whose wings 
There must be surely charaeter'd strange things, 
For with wide eye he wonders, and smiles ott 

Lightly (his little herald flew aloft, 
Foltow'd by glad Kndymion's clasped hands: 
Onward it flies. From languor's sullen bands 
His limbs arc loosed, and eager, on he hies 
Dazzled to trace it in the sunny skies- 
It seem'd he flew, the way so easy was ; 
And like a new-born spirit did he pass 
Through the green evening quiet in the sun. 
O'er many ahenth, through many a woodland dun. 
Through buried patlis, where sleepy twilight dreams 
The summer time away. One track unseams 
A womied eleft, and, far away, the blue 
Of ocean ftdes upon him; then,- anew. 
He sinks adown a solitary glen, 
Where there was never sound of mortal men. 
Saving, perhaps, some snow-light cadences 
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Melting to silence, when upon the breeze 
Some holy bark let Forth an anthetn sweet, 
To cheer itself to Delphi. StiU his feet 
Went swift beneath the merry-winged guide, 
Until it reaeh'd a splashin» fountain's side 
That, near a cavern's mouth, for ever pour'd 
Unto the temperate air ; then high iC soar*!!. 
And, downward, suddenly bttgan to dip. 
As if, athirst with so mnch toff, 'twould sip 
The crystal spout-head : so it did, with touch 
Most delicate, as though afraid to smutch. 
Even with mealy gold, the waters clear. 
But, at that very touch, to disappear 
So fairy-quick, was strange I Bewildered, 
Endymion sought around, and shook each bed 
Of covert flowers in vain; and then he flung 
Himself along the grass. What gentle tongue, 
What whisperer, distnrb'd his gloomy rest ? 
It was a nymph uprisen to the breast 
In the fountain's pebbly wai^in, and she stood 
'Mong lihes, like the youngest of the brood. 
To him her dripping hand she softly kist. 
And anxiously oegan to plait and twist 
Her ringlets round her fingers, saying ; " Youth ! 
Too long, alas, hast thou starved on the ruth, 
The bitterness of love : too lon^ indeed, 
Seeing thou art so gentle. Could I weed 
Thy squi of care, by heavens, I would offer 
All the bright riches of my crystal coffer 
To Amphitrite ; all my clear-eyed fish. 
Golden, or rainbow-sided, or puiplish, 
Tetmilion-tail'd, or finn'd with snlvery gauze ; 
Tea, or my veined pebble-floor, that draws 
A virgin-light to the deep ; my grotto-sands. 
Tawny and gold, oozed slowly from far lands 
J3y my diligent springs ; my level lilies, shells. 
My charming-rod, my potent river spells ; 
Yes, every thing, even to the pearly cup 
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Meander gave me, — for I bubbled up 

To fainting (rreatures in a desert wild. 

But woe is me, i am but as a, child 

To gladden thee ; and all I dare to say. 

Is, that I pity thee ; that on this day 

I've been thy guide ; that thou must wander far 

In other regions, past (lie seaiity bar 

To mortal steps, before thou canst be ta'en 

From every wasting sigh, from every pain. 

Into the gentle bosom of thy love. 

Why it is thus, one knows in heaven above : 

But, a poor Naiad, I guess not. Farewell ! 

I have a ditty for my hollow cell." 

Hereat she vanish'd from Endymion's gaze, 
Who brooded o'er the water in amaze : 
The dashing fount pour'd on, and where its pcx>l 
Lay, half asleep, in grass and rushes cool, 
Quitk wat^rflies and gnats were sportio" sdll. 
And fish were dimpliiig, as if good nor ill 
Had fallen out that hour. The wanderer. 
Holding his forehead, to keep ofi' the burr 
Of smothering fancies, patiently sat down ; 
And, while beneath the evening's sleepy frown 
Glowworms began to ttim their starry lamps. 
Thus breathed he to himself : " Whoso encamps 
To take a fancied city of delight, 
O what a wretch ia he I and when 'tis his. 
After long toil and travelling, to miss 
The kernel of his hopes, how more than vile ! 
Yet, for him there's refreshment even in toil : 
Another city doth he set about. 
Free fram the smallest pebble-bead of doubt 
That he will sraze on tnckling honey-combs : 
Alas ! he findis them dry ; and then he foams, 
And onward to another city speeds. 
But this is human life : (he war, (he deeds, 
The disappointment, the anxiety. 
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Imj^ination'3 strugijles, far and nigfi, 

All human ; bearing in themaelvea this good, 

Tbat they are still the air, the subtle food, 

To make us feel existence, and to show 

How quiet death' is. Where soil is, men grow. 

Whether to weeds or fiowera ; but for me, 

There is no depth to strike in : I can see 

Nought earthly iTorth my compassing ; so stand 

Upon a misty, jutting head of land — 

Alone 'I No, no ; and by the Orphean lute, 

When mad Eurydice is listening to \ 

I'd ratber stand upon this misty peak, 

Wilb not a thin« to sigb for, or to seet. 

But the soil shadow ol my thrice-seen love, 

Thau be — I care not what. O meekest dove 

Of heaven I O Cynthia, ten-times bright and f^r ! 

From thy blue throne, now filling all the air, 

Glance but one little beam of temper'd light 

Into my bosom, that the dreadful might 

And tyranny of love be somewhat scared ! 

Yet do not so, sweet queen ; one torment spared, 

Would give a pang to jealous misery. 

Worse flian the torment's self; but rather tie 

Large wings upon my shoulders, and point out 

My love's i'ar dwelling. Though the playful rout 

Ol Cupids shuu thee, too divine art tuou, 

Too keen in beauty, for thy silver prow 

Not to have dipp'd in love's most gentle stream. 

O be propitious, nor severely deem 

My madness impious ; for, by all the stars 

That tend thy bidding, I do think the bars 

That kept my spirit in are burst — that I 

Ain sailing with thee Ihrough the dizzy sky 1 

How beautiful tbou art ! The world how deep 1 

How tremulous-dazzlingly the wheels sweep 

Around tbeir axle ! Then these gleaming' reins, 

liow lithe I When this thy chariot attains 

Iti airy goal, haply some bower veils 
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Those twilight eyes? Those eyes! — my spirit 

Bear goddess, help ! or the wide gaping £ur 

Will gulf me — help ! " — At this, with madden'd 

And lifted hands, and trembling Hpa, he stood ; 
Like aid Deucalion mountain'd o'er the flood, 
Or blind Orion hungry for the morn. 
And, but from the deep cavern there was borne 
A voice, he had been froze to senseless stone ; 
Nor sigh of his, nor plaint, nor passion'd moan 
Had more been beard. Thus awell'd it forth : 

" Descend, 
Young mountaineer! descend where alleys bend 
Into the sparry hollows of the world ! 
Oft hast thou seen bolls of the thunder hnrl'd 
As from thy threshold ; day by day hast been 
A little lower than the chilly sheen 
Of iey pinnacles, and dipp'dst thine arms 
Into the (leadening ether (hat still charms 
Their marble being : now, as deep profound 
As those are high, descend ! He ne'er is crown'd 
With immortality, who fears to follow 
Where airy voices lead: so through the hollow. 
The silent mysteries of earth, descend ! " 

He heard but the last words, nor could contend 
One moment in reflection : for he lied 
Into the fearful deep, to hide his head 
From the clear moon, the trees, and coming mad- 



'Twas fer too strange, and wonderful for sai 
Siiarpening, by degrees, his appetite 
To dive into the deepest Dark, nor light. 
The region ; nor bright, nor sombre wholly, 
But mingled up ; a gleamtn" melancholy ; 
A dusky empii'e and its diadems ; 
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Ay, millions sparkled on a vein of gold, 

Along whose traek the prince quiek footsteps told, 

With all i(B lines, abrupt and angular : 

Oul-shooting sometimes, like a meteor star. 

Through a vast antre ; th«n the metal woof 

Like vuleaii's rainbow, with some monstrous roof 

Curves hugely : now, far in the deep abyss, 

It seems an angry lightning, and doth hiss 

Fancy info belief; anon it leails 

Through winding passages, where sameness breeds 

Vexing concentions of some sudden change ; 

Whether to silver grots, or giant range 

Of sapphire columns, or fantastic bridge 

Athwart a flood of crystal. On a ridge 

Bow fareth he, that o'er the vast beneath 

Towers like an oeean-ciiff, and whence ho eeeth 

A hundred waterfalls, whose voices come 

But as the murmuring surge. Chilly and numb 

His bosom grew, when first he, far away, 

Described an orbed diamond, set to fray 

Old Darkness from his throne : 'twas like the sun 

Uprisen o'er chaos : and with such a stun 

Came the amazement, that, absorb'd in it. 

He saw not fiercer wonders — past the wit 

Of any sjnrit to tell, but one of those 

Who, when this planet^s sphering time doth close. 

Will be its high remembrancers : who they ? - 

The mighty ones who have made eternal day 

For Greece and England. While astonishment 

With deep-drawn sighs was quieting, he went 

Into a marble gallery, passing through 

A mimic temple, so complete and true 

In sacred custom, that he well nigh fear'd 

To search it inwards ; whence far off appear'd, 

Through a long pillar'd vista, a fair shrine. 

And, just beyond, on light tiptoe divine, 

A quiver'd Dian, Stepping awfully. 
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Tlie youth approaeh'd ; oft tumincr his veil'd eye 

Down sidelong aides, and into niches old : 

And, when more near against the marble cold 

He had .touch'd his forehead, he began to thread 

All courts and paasagei, where silentc dead, 

Roused by his whispering footsteps, murmur'cl faint 

And long he traversed (o and fro, to acijuaint 

Himself with every mystery, and awe ; 

Till, weary, he sat down before the maw 

Of a wide outlet, fathomless and dim, 

To wild uncertainty and shadows grim. 

There, when new wonders ceased to float bcfoi'e. 

And thoughts of self came on, how crude and sore 

The journey homeward to habitual self 1 

A mad pursuing of the fog-born elf, 

Whose flitting lantern, through rude nettle-brier, 

Cheats ns into a swamp, into a fire. 

Into the bosom of a hated thing. 

What misery most drowningly doth sine 
In lone Endyiiiion's ear, now he has cauglit 
The goal of consciousness ? Ah, 'tis the thought, 
The deadly feel of solitude : for lo I 
He cannot see the heavens, nor the flow 
Of rivers, nor hill-flowers running wild 
In pink and purple chequer, nor, up-piled. 
The cloudy rack slow journeying in the west, 
Like herded elephants ; nor felt, nor prest 
Cool grass, nor tasted the fresh slumberous air ; 
But far from such companionship to wear 
An unknown time, surchai^d with grief, away, 
Was now his lot. And must he patient stay, 
Tracing fantastic figures with his spear ? 
"No ! " exclaim'd he, " why should I tarry here ? " 
No! loudly echoed times innumerable. 
At which he straightway started, and 'gan (ell 
His paces back into the temple's chief; 
Warming and glowing strong in the belief 
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or help from Dlan ; so that whon ao-ala 

He caught her aiiy form, thus did he plain, 

Moving more near the while : " O Haunter chaste 

Of river sides, and woods, and heathy waste. 

Where with thy '^Iver bow and arrows keen 

Art thou now forested 1 woodland Queen, 

What smoothest air thy smoother forehead woos ? 

Where dost thou listen to the wide halloos 

Of thy disparted nymphs ? Through what dark tree 

Glimmers thy crescent ? Wheresoe'er it be, 

'Tis in the breath of heaven : thou dost taste 

Freedom as none ean taste it, nor dost waste 

Thy loveliness in dismal elements ; 

But, finding in our green earth sweet contents, 

There liveat blissfully. Ah, if to tliee 

It feels Elysian, how rich to me. 

An exiled mortal, sounds its pleasant namel 

Within my breast there lives a choking flame — 

O let me cool it zephyr-bougha among ! 

A homeward fever parches up my tongue — 

O let me slate it at the runnmg springs ! 

Upon my ear a noisy nothing rings — 

O let me once more hear llie linnet's note 1 

Before mine eyes thick films and shadows float — 

O let me 'noint them with the heaven's light I 

Dost thou now lave thy feet and ankles whito ? 

O think how sweet to me the fresheninj;: sluiue ! 

Dost tbou now please tliy thirst with ben-y-juiee ? 

O think how this dry palate would rejoice ! 

If in soft slumber tliou dost hear my voice, 

think how I should love a bed of flowers ! — 

Young goddess ! let me see my native bowers ! 

Deliver me from this rapacious deep ! " 

Thus ending loudly, as he would o'erleap 
His destiny, alert he stood : but when 
Obstinate silence came heavily f^iain, 
Feeling about for its old couch of space 
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And air^ cradle, lowly bow'd his face, 
Desponding, o'er Che marble floor's cold thrill. 
But_ 'twas not long; for, sweeter than the rill 
To its old channel, or a swollen tide 
To marfrfn sallows, were the leaves he spied. 
And flowers, and wreaths, and ready myrtle crowns 
Upheaping through the slab : refreshment drowns 
Itself, and strives its own delights to hide — 
Nor in one spot alone ; the floral pride 
In a long whispering birth enchanted grew 
Before his footsteps ; as when heaved anew 
Old ocean rolls a lengthen'd wave fo the shore, 
Down whose green back the ^ort^-lived foam, "all 

Bursts gradual, with a wayward indolence. 

Increasing still in heart, and pleasant sense. 
Upon his fairy journey on he hastes ; 
So anxious for the end, he scarcely wastes 
One moment with his hand among the sweets : 
Onward he goes — he slops — his bosom beats 
As plainly in bis ear as the faint charm 
Of which the throbs were bom. This still alaim. 
This sleepy music, forced him walk tiptoe : 
For it came more sotlly than the east could blow 
Arion's magic to the Atlantic isles ; 
Or than the west, made jealous by the smiles 
Of throned Apollo, could breathe back the lyre 
To seas Ionian and Tyrian. 

O did he ever live, that lonely man, 
Who loved — and music slew not ? 'Tis the pest 
Of love, that fairest joys mve most unrest ; 
That things of delicate and tenderest worth 
Are swallow'd all, and made a seared dearth, 
By one consuming flame : it doth ii 
And suffocate true blessings in a ci 
Half-happy, by comparison of bliss 
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Is miserable. 'Twas even so with this 
Dew-dropping melody, in the Carian's ear; 
First heaven, then hell, and then forgotten clear, 
Yanish'd in elemental pasaioti. 

And down some swart abysm he had "one. 
Had not a heavenly ^ruide benignant led 
To where thick myrtle branches, 'gainst his head 
Brushing, awaken'd : then the sounds ^ain 
Went noiseless as a passing noontide rain 
Over a bower, where little space he staod ; 
For as the sunset peeps into a Wood, 
So saw he panting^ light, and towards it went 
Through winding alleys ; and \o, wonderment I 
Upon soft verdure saw, one here, one there, 
Cupids a-slumbering on their pinions fair. 

After a thousand mazes overgone. 
At last, with sudden step, be came upon 
A chamber, myrtle-wall'd, embower'd higli. 
Pull of light, incense, tender minstrelsy. 
And more of beautiful and slranjre beside : 
For on a alben couch of rosy pride, 
In midst of all, there lay a sleeping youth 
Of fondest beauty ; fonder, in fair sooth, 
Than sighs could fathom, or contentment reach : 
And coverlids gold-tinted like the peach. 
Or ripe October's faded marigolds, 
Fell Seek about him in a thousand foids — 
Not hiding up an Apollonian curve 
Of neck and shoulder, nor the t«nting swerve 
Of knee Irom knee, nor ankles pointing light ; 
But rather, giving them to the fil!*d sight 
Olflt-ioualy. Stdeway his feue reposed 
On one white arm, and tenderly unclosed, ■ 
By tenderest pressure, a faint damask mouth 
To slumbery pout ; just as the morning south 
Disparts a dew-iipp'u rose. Above his head. 
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Four lily stalks did their white lionours wed 
To make a coronal ; and round him f!rew 
All tendrils green, of every bloom and hue, 
Together intertwined and trammeli'd fresh r 
The vine of glossy sprout ; the ivy mesh. 
Shading its Ethiop berries; and woodbine, 
Of Telvel^leavea and btigle-bloonis divine ; 
Convolvulos in streaked vases flush ; 
The creeper, mellowing for an autumn blusL ; 
And virn;in'a bower, trailing airily ; 
With others of the sisterhood. Hard by, 
Stood serene Cupids watchin" silently. 
One, kneeling to a lyre, touch'd the strings, 
Muffling to death the pathos with bis wings; 
And, ever and anon, uprose to took 
At the youth's slumber; while another took 
A willow bough, distilling odorous dew, 
And shook it on his hair ; another flew 
In through the woven roof, and fiuttering-wxse 
Rain'd violets upon his sleeping eyes. 

At these enchantments, anil yet many more, 
The breathless Latmian wonde^d o'er and o'er ; 
Until impatient in embarrassment, 
He forthright pass'd, and lightly treading went 
To that same leather'd lyrist, who straightway. 
Smiling, thus whisper'd : " Though irora upper day 
Thou art a wanderer, and thy presence here 
Mightaeem unholy, be of happy cheer! 
For 'tis the nicest touch of human honour, 
When some ethereal and high-favouring donor 
Presents immortal bowers to mortal sense ; 
As now 'tis done to thee, Endymion. Hence 
Was I in no wise startled. So recline 
Upon these living flowers. Here is wine. 
Alive with sparkles — never, I aver. 
Since Ariadne was a vintager, 
So cool a purple : taste these juity pears, 
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Sent me by aad Vertamnus, when bis fears 

Were high' about Pomona ; here is ereani, 

Deepening to richness from a snowy gleam ; 

Sneeter than that aorsn Amalthea skimm'd 

For the boy Jupiter ; and here, undimmM 

By any touch, a bunch of blooming plums 

Ecady to melt between an infant's gums ; 

And here is manna picfc'd from Synan trees. 

In starlight, by the three Hesperides. 

Feast on, and meanwhile I will let thee know 

Of all these things around us." He did so, 

Still brooding o'er the cadence of his lyre ; 

And thus ; "T need not any hearing tire 

By telling how the sea-born goddess pined 

i'or a mortal youth, and how she strove to bind 

Him all in all unlo ber doating self. 

Who would not be so prison'd ? but, fond elf. 

He was content to let her amorous plea 

Faint through his careless arms ; content to see 

An unseized heaven dying at his feet ; 

Content, O fool ! to make a cold retreat, 

When on the pleasant grass such love, lovelorn, 

Lay sorrowing ; when every tear was bom 

Of diverse passion ; when her lips and eyes 

Were closea in sullen mcnsture, and quick sighs 

Came vex'd and pettish through her nostrils small. 

Hush 1 no esclaim — yet, jusfly might'st thou call 

Curses upon his head. -^ I was half glad, 

But my poor mistress went distract and mad, 

When the boar lusk'd him : so away she flew 

To Jove's high throne, and by her plainings diew 

Immortal teti-drops down the ihunderer's beard ; 

Whereon, it was decreed he should be reav'd 

Each summer-time to life. Lo I this is he, 

That same Adonis, sale in the privacy 

Of this still region all bis winter-sleep. 

Ay, sleep ; for when our love-sick queen did weep 

Over his waned corse, the tremulous shower 
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Heal'd up the ivound, and, with a balmy power, 

Medicined death to a lenijthen'd drowsinesa : 

The which she fills with visions, and doth dress 

In alt this ijuiet luxary ; and hath set 

Ua yoaiiB immortals, without any let, 

To watdi his slumber through. 'Tis well nigh 

pass'd, 
Even to a moment's filling up, and fast 
She scuds with summer breezes, to pant lhi\>ugh 
The first long kiss, warm firstling, to renew 
Embower'd sports in Cytherea's isle. 
Look, how those winjied listeners all this while 
Stand anxious; seel behold I" — This clamant word 
Broke through the careful silence ; for they heard 
A rustling noise of leaves, and out there flutter'd 
Pigeons and doves : Adonis something mutter'd. 
The while one hand, that erst upon his thigh 
Lay dormant, moved convulsed and gradually 
Up to his forehead. Tlien there was a hum 
Of sudden voices, echoing, " Come ! come ! 
Arise ! awake \ Clear summer has forth walk'd 
Unto the clover-sward, and she has talk'd 
Full soothingly to every nested finch ; 
lUse, Cupids ! or we'll give the bluebell pineh 
To your dimpled arms. Once more sweet life bo- 

. 8'" ■ " 
At this, from every side they hurried in. 
Rubbing their sleepy eyes with lazy wrists. 
And doubling overhead their little fists 
In backward yawns. But all were soon alive : 
For as delicious wine doth, sparkling, dive 
In nectar'd clouds and curls through water fair, 
80 from the arbour roof down swell'd an air 
Odorous and enliveniii"; making all 
To laugh, and play, and sing, and loudly call 
For their sweet queen; when lo! the wreathed 
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Blue heaven, and a silver car, air-borne, 

Whose silent wheels, fresh wet from clouds of morn, 

Spun oflf a drizzling dew, — which falling ehill 

On soti Adonis' shoulders, made him still 

Nestle and turn uneasily about 

Soon were the white doves plain, with necks 

stretch'd out, 
And silken traces lighten'd in descent ; 
And soon, returning from love's banishment. 
Queen Venus leaning downward open-arm'd ; 
Her shadow fell upon his breast, and charm'd 
A tumult to his heart, and a new life 
Into his eyes. Ah, miserable strife, 
But for her comforting ! unhappy sight. 
But meeting her Blue orbs ! Who, who can write 
Of these tivst minutes ? The unchariest muse 
To embracements warm as theirs makes coy excuse. 

O it has ruffled every spirit there, 
Saving love's self, who stands superb to share 
The gener^ gladness : awfully he stands ; 
A sovereign quell is in his waving hands ; 
No sight can bear the lightning of Ins bow ; 
His quiver is mysterious, none can know 
What themselves think of it; from forth his eyes 
There darts strange light of varied hues and dyes 
A scowl is sometimes on his brow, but who 
Look fuU upon it feel anon the blue 
Of his fair eyes run liquid through their souls. 
Endymion feels it, and no more controls 
The burning prayer within him ; so, bent low. 
He had begun a plaining of his woe. 
But Venus, bending forward, said : " My child, 
Favour this gentle youth ; his daj's are wild 
With love — he — but alas ! too well I see 
Thou know'st the deepness of his misery. 
Ah ! smile not so, my son : I tell thee true. 
That when through heavy hours I used to rue 
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The eniiless sleep of this new-born Adon', 

This stranger aye I pitied. For upon 

A dreary morning once I fled away 

Into the breezy clouds, to weep and pray 

For this my love ; for vexing Mars had teased 

Me even to tears : thence, when a little eased, 

Down-looking, vacant, through a hazy wood, 

1 saw this youth as he despairing stood : 

Those same dark curls blown vagrant in the wind ; 

Those same full fringed lids a constant blind 

Over his sullen eyes: I saw him throw 

Himself on wither'd leaves, even as though 

Deatb had come sudden ; for no jot he moved, 

Yet multer'd wildly. I toiild hear he loved 

Some fair immortal, and (hat his embrace 

Had zoned her through the night. There is no 

Of this in heaven : I have mark'd each cheefc. 

And And it is the vainest thing to seek ; 

And that of all things 'tis kept secreteet. 

Endymion ! one day thou wilt be blest : 

So still obey the guiding hand that fends 

Thee safely through these wonders for sweet ends. 

Tis a concealment needful in extreme ; 

And if I guess'd not so, the sunny beam 

Thou shouldst mount up to with me. Now adieu I 

Here must we leave thee." — At these words up flew 

The impatient doves, up rose the floating car, 

Up went the hum celestial. High afar 

The Latmain saw them minish into nought; 

And, when all were clear vanish'd, still he caught 

A vivid lightning from that dreadful bow. 

When all was darken'd, with ^tnean throe 

The earth closed — gave a solitary moan — 

And left him once again in twilight lone. 

He did not rave, he did not stare aghast, 
For all those visions were o'ergone, and past, 
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And he In loneliness : he felt a^ured 
Of happy limes, when all he hail endured 
Would seem a feather to the mighty prize. 
So, with unusual gladness, on he hiea 
Through caves, and palaces of mottled ore. 
Gold dome, and crystal wall, and turquois floor. 
Black polish'd porticos of awful shade, 
And, at the last, a diamond balustrade. 
Leading afar past wild mf^;niGcenee, 
Spiral through ruggedest loopholes, and thence 
Stretching across a void, then guiding o'er 
Enormous chasms, where all foam and roar. 
Streams subterranean tease their granite beds ; 
Then heighten'd just above the silvery heads 
Of a thousand fountains, so that he could dash 
The waters with his spear; but at the splash. 
Done heedlessly, those spouting columns rose 
Sudden a poplar's height, and 'gan lo inclose 
His diamond path with fretwork streamin" round 
Alike, and d^zling cool, and with a sound, 
Hapty, like dolphin tumults, when sweet shells 
Welcome the float of Thetis. Long he dwells 
On this delight; for, every minute's space, 
The streams with changed magic interlace : 
Sometimes like delicalest lattices, 
Cover'd with crystal vines; then weeping trees, 
Moving about as in a ge;ille wind, 
Which, In a wink, to watery gauze refined, 
Pour'd into shapes of curtain'd cancmies. 
Spangled, and rich with liquid broideries 
Of flowers, peacocks, swans, and naiads fair. 
Swifter than lightning went these wonders rare ; 
And then the water, mto stubborn streams 
Collecting, mimick'tl the wrought Oaken beams, 
Pillars, and frieze, and hij[h fantastic roof, . 
Of those dusk places in times far aloof 
Cathedrals tall'd. He bade a loath farewell 
To these founts Protean, passing gulf, and dell, 
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And tot:rent, and ten thousand jutting shapes, 

Half seen through deepest gloom, and grisly gapes, 

Blackening on every side, and overhead 

A vaulted dome like heaven's far bespread 

With starlight gems ; ay, all so huge and strange. 

The solitary felt a hurried change 

VVorkinj; within him into something dreary, ^ 

Vex'd like a morning eagle, lost and weary. 

And purblind amid foggy midnight wolds. 

But he revives at once : lor who beholds 

New sudden things, nor casts his mental slough ? 

Forth from a rugged arch, in the dusk below. 

Came mother Cybele I alone — alone — 

In sombre chariot; dark foldings thrown 

About her majesty, and front death-pale. 

With turrets crown'd Four maned lioos hale 

The sluggish wheels; solemn their toothed maws, 

Their surly eyes brow-hidden, heavy paws 

Uplifted drowsily, and nervy t^ls 

Cowering their tawny brushes. Silent sails 

This shadowy queen athwart, and faints away 

In another gloomy arch. 

Wherefore delay, 
Young traveller, in such a mournful place? 
Art thou wayworn, or canst not further trace 
The diamond path ? And does it indeed end 
Abrupt in middle air? Yet earthward bend 
Thy forehead, and to Jupit«r cJoud-bome 
Call ardently ! He was indeed wayworn ; 
Abrupt, in middle air, his way was lost ; 
To uloud-bome Jove he bow'd, and there crost 
Towards him a large eagle, 'twixt whose wings, 
Without one impious word, himself he flings, 
Committed to (he darkness and the gloom : 
Down, down, uncertain to what pleasant doom, 
Swift as a fathoming pluuimel down be fell 
Through unknown things; till exhaled asphodel. 
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And rose, with spiey fannings interbreathed. 
Came swelling Jbrtli where little caves were 

wreathed 
So thick with leav«s and mosses, that they seem'd 
Lai^ honeytomba of green, and freshly teem'd 
With Mrs delicious. In the greenest nook 
The eagle landed him, and farewell took. 

It was a jasmine bower, all bestrewn 
With golden moss. His every sense had grown 
Ethereal ibi'pleasure ; 'bove his head 
Flew a delight half-graspable; his tread 
Was Hesperean ; to his capable ears 
Silence was music Irom the holy spheres ; 
A dewy luxurv was in his eyes; 
The little, flowers felt his pleasant sighs 
And fltirr'd them faintly. Verdant «ave and cell 
He wander'd through, oft wandering at such swell 
Of sudden exaltation : but, "Alas I " 
Said he, " wilt all this gush of feeling pass 
Away in solitude 'i And must they wane, 
Like melodies upon a sandy plain, 
Without an echo ? Then shall I be left 
So sad, so melancholy, so beretll 
Yet still I feel immortal I O my love. 
My breath of life, where art thou ? High above. 
Dancing before the morning gates of heaven ? 
Or keeping wateh among those starry seven. 
Old Alias' children ? Art a maid rf the watere. 
One of shell-winding Triton's bright-h^r'd daugh- 

Or art, impossible I a nymph of Dian's, 

Weaving a coronal of tender scions 

For very idleness? Where'er thou art, 

Methinks it now is at my will to start 

Into thine arms; to scare Aurora's train. 

And snatch thee from the morning; o'er the main 

To scud like a wild bird, and take thee oiT 
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From thy sea-foamy cradle ; or to doff 

Thy shepherd Test, and woo thee 'niid fi-esh leaves. 

No, no, too eagerly my 80ul deceives 

Its powerless self: 1 know this cannot be. 

O let me then by aome sweet dreaming flee 

To her entrancemenls : hither sleep awhile I 

Hither most gentle sleep I and sootding foil 

For some few hours the coming solitude." 

Thus spake he, and that moment f«It endued 
With power to dream Jeliciously ; so wound 
Through a dim passage, searching till he found 
The smoothest mossy Ded and deepest, where 
He threw himself, and just into the Eur 
Stretching his indolent arms, he took, O bliss 1 
A naked waist: " Fair Cupid, whence is this?" 
A well-knowu vMce wgh'd," Sweetest, here am I!" 
At which soft ravishment, with doting cry 
They trembled to each other. — Helicon 1 
O founlain'd hill I Old Homer's Helicon ! 
That thou woulUst spout a little streamlet o'er 
These sorry pi^es; then the verse would soar 
And sing above thisgentle pair, like lark 
Over his nested young : but all is dark 
Around thine i^ed top, and thy clear fount 
Exhales in mists to heaven. Ay, the count 
Of mighty Poets is made up; the scroll 
Is folded by the Muses ; the bright roll 
Is in Apollo's hand : our dazed eyes 

The world has done its duty. Yet, oh yet. 
Although the sun of poesy is set, 
These lovers did embrace, and we must weep 
That there is no old power left to steep 
A quilt immortai in ttieir joyous tears. 
Long time in silence did their anxious fears 
Question that thus it was ; long time they lay 
Fondling and kis^ng every doubt away; 
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" known UnSnowH 1 from whom my being sips 

Such darlin" essence, wberefoi-e may I not 

Be ever in these arms 'I in this sweet spot 

Pillow my chin for ever ? ever press 

These toying hands and kiss their smooth excess? 

Why not for ever and for ever feel 

That breath about my eyes 1 Ah, thou wilt steal 

Away from me again, indeed, indeed — 

Thou wilt be gone away, and wilt not heed 

My lonely madness. Speak, my kindest feir! 

Is — is it to i>e so ? No! Who will dare 

To pluck thee from me ? And, of thine own 

will, 
Full well I feel thou wouldst not leave me. Still 
Let me entwine thee surer, surer — now 
How can we part "? Elysium I Who art thou ? 
Who, that thou eanst not be for ever here. 
Or lift me with ihee to Bome slarrj' sphere '! 
Enchantress ! tell me by this soft embrace. 
By the most soft complexion of thy face. 
Those lips, slippery blisses! twinkling eyes. 
And by these tenderest, milky sovereignties — 
These tenderest, and by the nectar-wine. 

The passion " " loved Ida the divine I 

Endymion I dearest ! Ah, unhappy me 1 

His soul will 'scape us — felicity ! 

How be does love me ! His poor temples beat 

To the very tune of iove — how sweet, sweet. 

Revive, dear youth, or I shall faint and die ; 
Revive, or these sotl hours wilt hurry by 
In tranced dullness ; speak, and let that spell 
Affright this lethargy ! I cannot quell 
Its heavy pressure, and will press at least 
My lips to thine, that they may richly feast 
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Until we taslo (he life of love again. 

What I dost thou move? dost kisa? bliss! O pain! 

I love tliee, youth, more than I can conceive ; 

And Bolong absence From thee doth bereave 

My Boul of any rest ; yet must I hence : 

Yet, can I not to starry eminence 

Uplift thee ; nor for very shame can own 

Myself to thee. Ah, dearest 1 do not groan, 

Or thou wilt force me from this secrecy. 

And 1 must blush in heaven. O tliat I 

Had done it already ! that the dreadful smilea 

At my lost brightness, my impaasion'd wiles. 

Had waned from Olympus' solemn height. 

And from al! serious Gods ; that onr delight 

Was quite forgotten, save of us alone! 

And wherefore so ashamed? 'I^s but to atone 

For endless pleasure, by some coward blushes ; 

Tet must I be a coward ! Horror rushes 

Too palpable before me — the sad look 

Of Jove — Minerva's start — no bosom shook 

With awe of purity — no Cupid pinion 

In reverence veil'd — my crj'Stalline dominion 

Half lost, and all old hymns made nullity I 

But what is this to love ? Oh ! I could fly 

With Iheo into the ken of heavenly powers, 

So thou wouldst thus, for many sequent hours, 

Press me so sweetly. Mow I swear at once 

That I am wise, that Pallas is a dunce — 

Perhaps her love like mine is but unknown — 

Oh ! I do think that I have been alone 

In chastity ! yes, Pallas has been sighing. 

While every eye saw me my hair nptying 

With Angers cool as aspen leaves. Sweet love 1 

I was as vagus as solitary dove, 

^or knew that nests were builk. ■ Sow a softk'iss — 

Ay, by that kiss, I vow an endless bliss. 

An immortality of passion 's thine : 

Ere long 1 will exalt thee to the shine 
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Of heaven ambrosial ; and we will shade 

Ourselves whole aummers by a river glade ; 

And I will tell thee etoiies of the sky, 

And breathe thee whispers of its minstrelsy. 

My happy love will overwing all bounds ! 

let me melt into thee ! let the sounds 

Of our olose vraces marrj- at their birth ; 

Let us entwine lioveringly ! O dearth 

Of hnnuiu words 1 muchness of mortal speech ! 

Lispingg empyrean wilTl sometimes teach 

Thine honey'd tongne — lute-breathings which I 

gasp 
To have thee understand, now while I clasp 
Thee thus, and weep for fondness — 1 am pain'd, 
Endymion : woo ! woe ! is grief contain'd 
In the very deeps of pleasure, my sole life ? " — 
Hereat, with many sobs, her gentle strife 
Helted Into a languor. He return'd 
Entranced vows and tears. 

Ye who have yearn'd 
With too much passion, will here stay and pity. 
For the mere sake of truth ; as 'tis a ditty 
Not of these days, but long &go 'twas told 
By a eavem wind unto a forest old ; 
And then the forest told it in a dream 
To a sleeping lake, whose cool and level gleam 
A poet caught as he was journeying 
To Ph<Ebus' shrine ; and in it he did fling 
His weary limbs, bathing an hour's space, 
And after, straight in that inspired place 
He sang the story up into the air, 
(living It universal freedom. There 
Has it been ever sounding for those ears 
Whose tips are glowing hot. The legend cheers 
Yon sentine! stars ; and he who listens to it 
Must surely be self-doom'd or he will rue it : 
For quenthless burnings come upon the heart, 
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Made fiercer by a fear lest any jiart 

Should be engulfed in the edtlying wind. 

As much as here ii penn'd doth always find 

A resting-place, thus much comHS clear and plain 

Anon the strange voice is upon the wane — 

And 'tis but echoed from departing sound, 

That the fair visitant at last unwound 

Her gentle limba, and left the youth asleep. — 

Thus the tradition of the gusty deep. 

Now turn we to our former ehroniclers. — 
Endymion awoke, that grief of hers 
Sweet paining on his ear ; he sickly guesa'd 
How lone he was onee more, and sadly press'd 
His empty arms togelher, hung his head. 
And most forlom upon that widow'd bed 
Sat silently. Love's madness ho had known : 
Often with more than tortured lion's groan 
Moanings had burst from him ; but now that ra% 
Had pass'd away : no longer did he wage 
A rough-voiced war (^iunst the dooming stars. 
No, he had felt too much for such harsh jars : 
The lyre of his soul ^olian tuned 
Forgot all violence, and but communed 
With melancholy thought : O he had swoon'd 
Drunken from pleasure's nipple ! and his love 
Henceforth was dove-like. — Loth was he lo mov 
From the imprinted couch, and when he did, 
'Twas with slow, languid paces, and face hid 
In muffling hands. Ko tempor'd, out he stray'd 
Half seeing visions that might have dismay'd 
Alecto's serpents ; ravishments more keen 
Than Hermes' pipe, when anxious he did lean 
Over eclipsing eyea ; and at the last 
It was a souniing grotto, vaulted, vast, 
O'erstudded with a thousand, thousand pearls. 
And crimson -mouthed shells with stubborn curls. 
Of every shape and size, even to the bulk 
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In wWch whales harbour close, fo brood and sulk 

Against an endless storm. Moreover too, 

Fish-semblances, of green and azure hue, 

Ready to snort their streams. In this cool wonder 

Eudymion sat doWn, and 'gan to ponder 

On all bis life : bis youth, up lo the day 

When 'mid acclaim, and (easts, and garlands gay. 

He stepp'd upon his shephenl throne : the look 

Of his white palace in wild forest nook, 

And all the revels he had lorded there : 

Each tender maiden whom he once thought far. 

With every friend and fellow-wmdlander — 

Pass'd like a dream before him. (Then the spur 

Of the old bards to mighty deeds: his plans 

To nurse the golden age 'mong shephera clans : 

That wondrous night : the great Pan-festival : 

His sister's sorrow ; and his wanderings all, 

Until into the earth's deep maw he rush'd : 

Then all its buried magic, till it flush'd 

High with excessive love. )" And now," thought he, 

" How long must I remain In jeopardy 

Of blank amazements that amaze no more ? 

Now I have tasted her sweet soul to the core. 

All other depths are shallow: essences, 

Once spiritual, are like muddy lees, 

Meant but to fertilize my earthly root, 

And make ray branches lift a golden fruit 

Into the bloom of hea*en ; other light. 

Though it be quick and sharp enough to blight 

The Olj-mpian eagle's vision, is dart. 

Dark as the parentage of chaos. Hark ! 

My silent thoughts are echoing from these shells ; 

Or they are but the ghosla, the dying swells 

Of noises far away ? — list I " — Hereupon 

He kept an anxious ear. The humming tone 

Came louder, and behold, there as he lay, 

On either side outgush'd, with misty spray, 

A copious spring ; and both together dasn'd 



Ho.i.iit,,CoOQlc 



88 endymion: 

Swift, mad, fantastic round the rocks, aVid lash'd 
Among the eoncbs and sheila of Ihe lofty grot, 
Leavin" a trieklinfr dew. At last ihej' shot 
Down from the ceiling's height, pouring a noise 
As of some breathless racers whose hopes poise 
Upon the last few steps, and with spent force 
Along the ground they took a winding course. 
Endymion fbllow'd — for it seem'd that one 
Ever pui'sued, the other strove to shun — 
Follow'd their languid mazes, till well nigh 
He had left thinkiiig of the mystery, — 
And was now rapt in tender hoveriniis 
Over the vanish'd bliss. Ah 1 what is it sings 
His dream away V What melodies are these ? 
They sound as through the whispering of trees, 
Bot native in such barren vaults. Give ear I 

" O Arcthusa, peerless nymph I why fear 
Such tenderness as mine ? Great Dian, why. 
Why didst thou hear her prayer ? O that I 
Were rippling round her dainty fairness now. 
Circling about her waist, and striving horc 
To entice her to a dive ! then stealing in 
Between her luscious lips and eyelids thin. 
O that her shining hair was in the sun, 
And I distilling froiu it thenco to run 
In amorous riileta down her shrinking form ! 
To linger on her lily shoulders, warm 
Between her kissing breasts, and every charm 
Touch raptured ! — see how painfully I flow : 
Fair maid, be pitiftil to my great woe. 
Stay, stay thy weary course, and let me lead, 
A happy wooer, to the flowery mead 
Wliere all that beauty snared me." — " Cruel god. 
Desist ! or my offended mistress' nod 
Will stagnate all Iby fountains : — tease me not 
With syren words — Ah, have I really got 
Such power to madden thee ? And is it (rue — 
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Away, away, or I shall dearly rue 

My Teiy thoughts ; in mercy then away. 

Kindest Alphens, for shouttt I obey 

My own dear will, 'twould be a deadly bane." — 

" O, Oread-Queen ! would that thou hadst a pain 

Like this of mine, then would 1 fearless turn 

And be a criminal." — " Alas, I bum, 

I shudder — "entle river, get thee henee. 

Alpheos ! thou enchanter 1 every^ sense 

Of mine was onee made perfect in these woods. 

Fresh breezes, bowery lawns, and innocent floods. 

Ripe fruits, and lonely couch, contentment gave ; 

But ever since I heedlessly did lave 

In thy deceitful stream, a pantinp: glow 

Grew strong within me : wherefore serve me so, 

And call it love ? Alas ! 'twas cruelty. 

Not once more did I close my happy eyes 

Amid the thrush's song. Away I avaunt t 

'twas a cruel thing." — " Now thou dost taunt 
So softly, Arethusa, that I think 

If thou wast playing on ray shady brink. 

Thou wouldst batho once ag^n. Innocent maid I 

Stifle thine heart no more ; — nor be afraid 

Of angry powers : there are deities 

Will shade us with their wings. Those fitfal sighs 

"lis almost death to hear : O let me pour 

A dew3' bahn upon them 1 — fear no more. 

Sweet Arethusa I Diau's self must feel. 

Sometimes, these very pangs. Dear maiden, steal 

Blushing into my soul, and let us fly 

Tliese dreary caverns for llie open sky. 

1 will delight thee all my winding course. 
From the green ■sea up to my hidden source 
About Arcadian forests ; and will show 
The channels where my coolest waters flow 
Tiirough mossy rocks; where 'mid exuberant green 

Than Saturn iu his exile ; where I brim 
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Kound floweiy islands, and take tlicnce a skim 

Of mealy swoots, which myriads of bees 

Buzz from their honey'd wings : and thou shouldst 

pleasB 

f to choose the riclieat, where we might 
ite incense-pillow'd every Euminer night. 
Doff all sad fears, thou white delieiousneas, 
And let us be thus comforted ; unless 
Thou rauldst wjoite to see my hopeless stream 
Hurry distracted from Sol's temperate beam, 
And pour to death along some hungry sands." — 
" What can I do, Alpheus ? Diau stands 
Severe before me ; persecuting fate ! 
Unhappy Arethosa! thou wast late 
A hmilress free in — " At this, sudden fell 
Those two sad streams adown a fearful dell. 
The Latmian listen'd, but he heard no more. 
Save echo, faint repeating o'er and o'er 
The name of Arethusa. On the verge 
Of that dark gulf he wept, and said ; " I urge 
Thee, gentle Goddess of my j)ilgrimage, 
By our eternal hopes, to soothe, to assuage, 
If thou art powerful, these lovers' pains ; 
And make them happy in some happy plwns." 

Ho turn'd — there was a whelming sound — he 

There was a cooler light ; and so he kept 
Towards it by a sandy path, and lo ! 
More suddenly than doth a moment go, 
The visions of the earth were gone and fled — 
He saw Ihe giant sea above liis head. 
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BOOK III 



Thbbb are who .lord it o'er (heir fellow-men 

With most prevailing tinsel : wjio ujip«n 

Their ba^ng vanities, to browse away 

The comfortable green and juicy hay 

From human pastures ; or, O tortnring fact ! 

Who, through an idiot blink, will see unpack'd 

Firc-hranded foxes to sear up and singe 

Our gold and ripe-ear'd hopes. With not one 

tinge 
Of sanctuary splendour, not a sight 
Able to face an owl's, they slill are dight 
By the blear-eyed nations in empurpled vests. 
And crowns, and turbans. With unladen breasts, 
Save of blown self-applause, they proudly mount 
To their spirit^s perch, (heir being's high account, 
Their tiptop nothings, their dull skies, their 

thrones — 
Amid the fierce intoxicating tKines 
Of trumpets, shoutings, and belabour'd drums. 
And sudden cannon. Ah ! how all this hums, 
In wakeful ears, like uproar past and gone — 
Like tiiunder-clouds that spake to Babylon, 
And set those old Chaldeans to their tasks. — 
Are then realities all gilded masks ? 
No, there are throned seats unscalalje 
But by a patient wing, a constarit spell. 
Or by etliereal things that, anconfined. 
Can make a ladder of the eternal wind. 
And poise about in cloudy thunder-tents 
To watch the abysm-birth of elements. 
Ay, 'hove the withering of old-Iipp'd Fate 
A thousand Powers keep religious state. 
In water, fiery realm, and airy bourne ; 
And, silent as a consecrated urn. 
Hold spbery sessions for a season due. 
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Tet few of these far majesties, all, few ! 
Have bared tlieir operations to this globe — 
Few, wbo with gorgeous pageantry enrobe 
Our piete of heaven — whose benevolence 
Sliakes hand with our own Ceres; every sense 
Filling with spiritual sweets to plenitude, 
As bees goi^ full their pells. And by the feud 
'Twixt Nothing and Creation, I here swear, 
Eteme Apollo I that thy Sister fair 
Is of alL these the gentlier-rai^htiest. 
When thy gold breath is misting in the west, 
She unobserved steals unto her throne. 
And there she ^ta most meek and most alone ; 
As if she bad not pomp subservient ; 
As if thine eye, high Poet I was not bent 
Towards her with the Muses in thine heart ; 
' As if the minist'ring stars kept not apart, 
Waiting for silver-iboted messages. 
O Moon I the oldest shades 'mong oldest trees 
Feel palpitations when thou tookest in : 
Moon I old boughs lisp forth a holier din 
The while they feel thine airy fellowship. 
Thou dost bless everywhere, with silver lip 
Kissing dead things to life. The sleeping kine, 
Couch'd in thy brightness, dream of fields divine r 
Innumerable mountains rise, and rise, 
Ambitious for the hallowing of Ihine eyes ; 
And yet thy beneilietion passeth not 
One obscure hiding-place, one little spot 
Where pleasure may be sent : the nested wren 
Has thy fmr face within its tranquil ken. 
And from beneath a sheltering ivy leaf 
Takes glimpses of thee ; thou art a relief 
To the poor patient oyster, where it sleeps 
Within its pearly house ; t- The mighty deeps. 
The monstrous sea is thine — the myriad sea ! 
Moon I far spooming Ocean bows to thee, 
And Tellus fee's her forehead's cumbrous load. 
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Cj'nthla! where art thou now ? What far abode 
Of green or silvery bower doth enslirine 
Such utmost beauty ? Alas, thou doat pine 
For one as sorrowful ; tby clieek is pale 
For one whose oheek is pale : thou dost bew^l 
Hia fears who weeps fbi- thoe ! Where dost thou 

sigh? 
Ah 1 surely that light peeps from Vesper's eye, 
Or, what a thing ^ love ! *Tis She, but lo : 
How changed, how full of ache, how gone in woe ! 
She dies at the thinnest cloud ; her loveliness 
Is wan on Neptune's blue r yet there's a slress 
Of love-spangles, just ofl' yon cape of trees, 
Dancing opon the waves, as if to please 
The curly foam with amorous influence. 
0, not so idle ! for down glancing thence. 
She fathoms eddies, and runs wild about 
O'etwhelming water-courses ; scaring out 
The thorny sharks from hiding-holes, and fright'- 

Their savage eyes with unaccustom'd lightning. 

Where will the splendour be content to reach V 

love I how potent hast thou been to teach 

Strange joumeyings! Wherever beauty dwells. 

In gulf or aerie, mount^ns or deep dells, 

In fight, in gloom, in star or blazing sun, 

Thou pointest out the way, and straight '(is won. 

Amid- his toil thou gavest Leander breath ; 

Thou leddest Orpheus through the gleams of 

death ; 
Thou madest Fluto bear thin element : 
And now, O winded Chieftain ! thou hast sent 
A moonbeam to the deep, deep water-world. 
To find Endjmion. 

On gold sand impearl'd 
With lily shells, and pebbles milky white, 
Poor Cynthia greeted him, and soothed her light 
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Against liis pallid face ; he felt the charm 

To breathlessneas, and suddenly a warm 

Of his heart's blood ; 'twas very sweet : he stay'd 

His wandeting steps, and half-entranceil laid 

His head upon a. tuft of straggling weeds, 

To taste the ftentle moon, and freshenma beads, 

Lash'd from the crystal roof by fishes' tails. 

And so he kept, until the rosy veils 

Mantling the east, by Aurora's peering hand 

Were lifted from the water's breast, and fann'd 

Into sweet air ; and sober'd morninr; came 

Meekly through billows : — when like taper-flame 

Lefb-sudden by a dallying breath of air. 

He rose in silence, and once more 'gan fiire 

Along his fated way. 

Far had he i-oam'd, 
With nothing save the hollow vast, that foam'd 
Above, around, and at his feet ; save things 
More dead than Morpheus' imaginings : 
Old rusted anchors, helmets, breastplates large 
Of gone sea-warriora ; brazen beats and taige ; 
Rudders that for a hundred years had lost 
The sway of human hand; gold vase emboss'd 
With long-foi^tten story, and wherein 
No reveller had over dipp'd a chin 
But those of Saturn's viutage ; mouldering scrolls, 
Writ in the tongue of heaven, by those souls 
Who first were on the earth; and sculptures 

III ponderous stone, developing the mood 

Of ancient Nox ; — then skeletons of man, 

Of beast, behemoth, and leviathan. 

And elephant, and ej^le, and huge jaw 

Of nameless monster. A oold leaden awe 

Those secreis struck into him ; and unless 

Dian had chased away that heaviness, 

He might have died : but now, with cheered feel, 
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" What is there in thee, Moon ! that Ihou shouldst 

My heart bo potently ? When yet a child 

I oft have dried my tears when thou liast sioiled. 

Thou seem'dst my sister ; hand in hand we went 

From eve to morn across the firmament 

No anples would I jtather from the tree, 

HU thou hadst cool'd their cheeks deliciously ; 

No tumbling water ever spake romance, 

But when my eyes with thine thereon could dance : 

No woods were green enough, no bower divine, 

Until thou linedst up thine eyelids fine : 

In aowing-time ne'er wonld I dibble take. 

Or drop a seed, till thou wast wide awake ; 

And, in the summer-tide of blossoming. 

So one but thee hath heard me blitbdy sing 

And mesh my dewy flowers all the night 

No melody was like a passing spright 

If if went not to solemnize thy reign. 

Yes, in my boyhood, everj- joy and pain 

By thee were fashion'd to the self-same end ; 

And as I grew in years, sdll didst thou blend 

With all my ardours; thou wast the deep glen^ 

Thou wast the mountain-top — the sage's pen — 

The poet's harp — the voice of friends — the sun; 

Thou wast the river — thou wast glory won ; 

Thou wast my clarion's blast — thou wast my 

My goblet full of wine — my topmost deed r — 

Thou wast the charm of women, lovely Moon ! 

O what a wild and harmonized tune 

My spirit struck from all the beautiful ! 

On some bright essence could I lean, and lull 

Myself to immortality : I prest 

Nature's soft pillow in a wakeful rest. 
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But gentle Orb I there came a nearer bliss — 
My strange love came — Felicity's abyss ! 
She eauie, and thou didst fade, and fade away — 
Yet not entirely ; no, thy starry sway 
Has been an un(lei>pas9ion to this hour. 
Now I begin to feel thine orby power 
is coming fresh upon me: be kind 1 
Keep back thine influence, and do not blind 
My sovereign vision. — Dearest love, foigive 
That I can think away from thee and Vive ! — 
Pardon me, airy planet, that I prize 
One thought beyond thine argent luxuiies ! 
How far beyond I " At thia a surprised start 
Frosted the springing verdure of his head:; 
For as he lifted up his eyes to swear 
. How his own goddess was past all things fair, 
He saw far in the concave green of the sea 
An old man sitting calm and peacefully. 
Upon a weeded rock this old man sat, 
And his white hair was awful, and a mat 
Of weeds were cold beneath his cold thin feet ; 
And, ample as the largest winding-sbcet, 
A cloak of blue wrapp'il up his aged bones, 
O'erwrought with symbols oy the deepest groans 
Of ambitious magic : every ocean-form 
Was woven in with black distinctness ; storm, 
And calm, and whispering, and hideous roar 
Were emblem'd in tlie woof; with every shape 
That fikims, or dives, or sleeps, 'twist eape and 

The gulphing whate was like a dot in the spell. 

Yet look upon it, and 'twould size and swell 

To its huge self; and the minatest fish 

Would pass the very hardest gazer's wish, 

And show his little eye's anatomy. 

Then there was pictured the regality 

Of Septune; and the sea-nymphs round his state, 

In beauteous vassalage, look up and wait. 
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Beside this old man lay a pearly vrand, 

And in his lap a book, the trhieh he conn'd 

So steaUtastly, that the new denizen 

Had tine to keep him in amazed ken, 

To mark these shadowings, and stand in awe. 

The old man raised his hoary head and savr 
The wilder'd stranger — seeming not to see, 
His features were so hfeless. Suddenly 
He noke as from a trance ; bis snow-nhite brows 
Went arching up, and like two magic ploughs 
Furrow'd deep wrinkles in his forehead large, 
Which kept as fixedly as rocky marge, 
Till round his withor'd lips had gone a smile. 
Then up he rose, like one whose tedious toil 
Had watch'd for years in forlorn hermitage. 
Who had not from miU-life to utmost age 
Baaed in one accent his o'erburden'd soul, 
Even to the trees. He rose : he grasp'd his stole, 
With convulsed clenches waving it abroad. 
And in a vcrice of solemn joy, that awed 
Echo into oblivion, he said: — 

" Thou art the man I Now shall I lay my head 
In peace upon my watery pillow : now 
Sleep will come smoothly to my weary hrow. 
O Jove ! I shall be yoiin" again, bo young 1 
O shell-borne Neptune, lam pierced and stung 
With new-born life ! What ^all 1 do ? Where go. 
When I liave cast this serpent-irfcin of woe ? — 
ril stvim to the syrens, and one moment listen 
Their melodies, and see their long hair glisten ; 
Anon upon that giant's arm 111 be. 
That writhes about the roots of Sicily ; 
To northern seas 111 in a twinkling s^, 
And mount upon the snortjngs of a whale 
To some black cloud ; thence down I'll madly sweep 
On forked lightning, to the deepest deep, 
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Wiorc through some sucking pool I will be Imrl'd 

With rapture ta the other side of the world ! 

O, I am full of gladness ! Siatera three, 

I bow full-hearted to your old decree I 

Yes, every god be thank'd, and power benign. 

For I no more shall wither, droop, and [nne. 

Thou art the man ! " Endymion started back 

Dismay'd ; and like a wretch from whom the rack 

Tortures hot breath, and speech of agony, 

Mutter'd: " What lonely death am I to die 

In this cold region ? Will he let me freeze, 

And float my briitle limbs o'er polar seas '? 

Or will he touch me with his searing hand, 

And leave a black memorial on Ihe sand ? 

Or tear me piecemeal with a bony saw, 

And keep me aa a chosen food to draw 

His m^ian (ish through hated fire and flame ? 

O misery of hell 1 resistless, tame. 

Am I to be burn'd up V No, I will shout. 

Until the gods through heaven's blue look out ! — 

Tartarus! but some few days ^one 
Her soft arms were entwining me, and on 

Her voice I bun" lite fruit anong green leaves : 
Her lips were all my own, and — ah, ripe sheaves 
Of happiness ! ye on the stubble droop, 
But never may be garner'd. I must stoop 
My head, and kiss death's fool. Love ! love, fare- 
Is there no hope from thee ? This horrid spell 
Would melt at thy sweet breath. — By Dian's hind 
Feeding from her white fingers, on the wind 

1 see thy streaming bair I and now, by Pan, 
I care not for this old mysterious man I " 

He spake, and walking to that, aged form, 
Look'd high defiance. Lo ! his heart '"an warm 
With pity, for the gray-haired creature wept. 
Had he then wrong'd a heart where sorrow kept ? 
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Had he, though blindly eonlumehous, brought 
Ebeum to kind ej-ea, a sting to human thouglit, 
Convulsion to a mouth of many years? 
He had in truth ; and he was ripe lor tears. 
The penitent shower fell, as down he knelt 
Before that care-worn sage, who tremhiing felt 
About his large dark locks, and faltering spake : 

" Arise, good 3'outh, for sacred Phcebus' sake ! 
1 know thine inmost bosom, and 1 feel 
A very brother's yearning for thee steal 
Into mine own : rov why? thou openest 
The prison-gates that have so long oppress'd 
My weary watching. Though thou know'st it not 
Thou art commisdon'd to this fated spot 
Tor great enfranchisement. O weep no more ! 
I am a friend to love, lo loves of yore : 
Ay, hadst thou never loved an unknown power, 
I had been grievin;; at this joyous hour. 
But even now, most miserable old, 
I saw thee, and my blood no longer cold 
Gave mighty pulses ; iii this tottering case 
Grew a new heart, which at tFiis moment plays 
As daneiogly as tliine. Be not afraid, 
For thou Shalt hear this secret all display'd. 
Now as we speed towards our joyous t^." 

So saying, this young soul in age's mask 
Went forward witli (he Carian side by side : 
Resuming quickly thus ; while ocean's tide 
Hnng swollen nt (heir backs, and jewell'd sands 
Took silently their foot-prints. 

" My soul stands 
Now past the midway from mortality. 
And so I can prepare without a sigh 
To tell thee briefly all my joy and pain. 
I was a fisher on< c, upon this main, 
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And my boat tJanceJ in every ureek and bay ; 
Rou^h billows were my home by night and day,^ 
Tlie sea-gulls not more constant ; for I liad 
No housing ^m the atorm and temiioats mad, 
But hollow rocks, — and they were palaces 
Of silent happiness, of slumberons case : 
Long years oi misery haTO told me so. 
Ay, thus it was one thousand years ago. 
One thousand yeai's I — Is it then possible 
To look so plainly through them ? to dispel 
A thousand jcars with backwai'd glanuo sublime '. 
To breathe away as 'twere all scummy slime 
From off a crystal pool, to see its deep, 
And one's own image from the bottom peep ? 
Yes : now I am no longer wretched thrall, 
My long cafitivity and moanings all 
'Are but a slime, a tliin-pervading scum, 
The which I breathe away, and thronging come 
Like things of yesterday my yoiitbful pleasures. 

" 1 toueh'd no lute, 1 sang not, trod 
I was a lonely youth on desert shores. 
My sports were lonely, 'mid continnwis roars. 
And ert^y isles, and seamews* plaintive cry 
Plaining discrepant between sea and sky. 
Dolphins were slill my playmat<3s ; shapes uusf 
Would let me feel their scales of gold aixl gru 
Nor be my desolation ; and, full (rfl. 
When a dread waterspout had rear'd aloft 
Its hungry hugeness, seeming ready ripe 
To burst with hoarsest thunderings, and wipe 
My life away like a vast sponge of fate. 
Some friendly monster, pitying my sad state. 
Has dived U> its foundations, gulPd it down, 
And left me tossing safely. But the crown 
Of all my life was uljnost quietude : 
More did I love to lie in cavern rude, 
Keeping iu wait whole days for Neptune's voii: 
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And if it came at last, harli, and rejoice ! 
There blush'd no summer eve but I would steer 
My skitF along ^reen slielviiig coasts, to hear 
The shepherd's pipe come clear from aery steep, 
Mingled with ceaseless bleotings of his sheep : 
And never was a day of summer shine. 
But I beheld its birth upon the brine : 
For I would watch all night to see unfold 
Heaven's gates, and ^thon snort his morning gold 
Wide o'er the swelling streams : and constantly 
At brim of day-tide, on some grassy lea. 
My nets would be spread out, and I at rest. 
The poor folk of the sea-country I blest 
With daily boon of fish most delicate : 
They knew not whence this bounty, and otate 
Would strew sweet flowers on a sterile beaeh. 

" Why was I not contented ? Wherefore reach 
At things which, but for thee, O Lalmian 1 
Had been my dreary dealb \ Fool 1 I began 
To feel distemper'd lorifpngs : to desire 
The utmost pnvilege that ocean's sire 
Could grant in benediition : to be free 
Of all his kin^idom. Long in misery 
I wasted, ere in one extremest fit 



Might seem a work of pain ; so not enough 

Can I admire how crystal-smooth it felt, 

And buoyant round \ay limbs. At first I dwelt 

Whole days and days m sheer astonishment ; 

Fortretful utterly of self-intent ; 

Moving but with the mighty ebb and flow. 

Then, like a new-fiedged bird that first doth show 

His spreaded feathers to the morrow chill, 

I tried in fear the pinions of my wilL 

'Twas freedom ! and at once I visited 

The ceaseless wonders of this ocean-bed. 
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No need lo lell thee of them, for I see 

That tbou hast been a witness — it must be 

For these I know thou canst not feel a drouth. 

By the melancholy corners of that mouth. 

So 1 will in my story straightway pass 

To more immediate matter. Woe, alas ! 

That love should be my bane ! Ah, Seylla fair ! 

Why did poor Glaucus ever — ever dare 

To sue thee to his heart 'I Kind stranger-youth 1 

I loved her to the very white of truth, 

And she would not conceive it. Timid thing I 

She fled me swift as sea-bird on the wing, 

Round every isle, and point, and promontory. 

From where lai^e Hercnles wound up his story 

Far as Egyptian Nile. My passion grew 

The more, the more I saw her dainty hue 

Oleam delicately through the azure clear ; 

Until 'twas f«o fierce agony to bear ; 

And in that agony, atross my grief 

It flash'd, that Circe might find some relief — 

Cruel enchantress ! So above the water 

I rear'd my head, and look'd for Phrebus' daughter. 

.aiiea's isle was wondering at the moon : — 

It seem'd to whirl around me, and a swoon 

Left me dead-drifting to that fatal power. 

" When I awoke, 'twas in a twilight bower ; 
Just when the light of morn, with hum of bees. 
Stole through its verdurous matting of fresh trees. 
How sweet, and sweeter ! for I heard a lyre, 
And over it a sighing voice expire. 
It ceased — I caught light footsteps ; and anon 
The fairest face that morn e'er look'd upon 
Puah'd through a screen of roses. Starry Jove ! 
With tears, and smiles, and honey^words she wove 
A net whose thraldom was more bliss than all 
The range of flower'd Ely^um. Thus did fall 
The dew of her rich speech ; 'Ah ! ai-t awake ? 
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let me hear thee speak, for Cupid's sake ! 

1 am so oppreas'd with joy ! Wliy, I have shed 
An urn of tears, aa though thou wet-t cold dead; 
And now I find thue living, 1 mill pour 

Prom these devoted eyes their silver store, 
Until exhausted, of the latest drop. 
So it will pleasure thee, and force thee stop 
Here, that 1 too may live : but if beyond 
Such cool and sorrowful offerings, tbou art fond 
Of soothing warmth, of dalliance supreme ; 
Tf thou art ripe to taste a lonn love-dream ; 
If smiles, if dimples, tongues Tor ardour mute, 
Hang in thy vision like a tempting fruit, 

let me pluck it for thee ! ' Thus she link'd 
Her charming syllables, till indistinct 

Their muac came to my o'er^weeten'd soul ■, 
And then ihe hover'd over me, and stole 
So near, that if no nearer it had been 
This furrow'd visage thou badet never seen. 

" Young man of Latmos ! thus particular 
Am I, that Ibou may'at plainly see how far 
This fierce temptation went : and thou may'st not 
Exclaim, How, then, was Scylla quite forgot ? 

" Who could resist ? Who in this universe ? 
She did so breathe ambrosia ; so immerse 
My fine, existence in a golden clime. 
She took me like a child of suckling time, 
And cradled me in roses. Thus condemn'd, 
The current of my former life mas stemm'd, 
And to this arbitrary queen of sense 

1 bow'd a tranced vassal : nor would thence 
Have moved, even though Amphion's harp had 

woo'd 
Me back to Scylla o'er the billows rude. 

A new apparelling for western skies: 
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So every ove, nay, every Bpeixithrift hoar 
Shed balmy tonseiousiiess milhiii tliat bower. 
Anil 1 waa free of haunta umbrageous ; 
Could wander in tbe mazy forest-house 
Of squirrels, foxes sliy, and antler'd deer, 
And Dirds from coTerts innermost and drear 
Warbling for very joy meUifluous sorrow — ■ 
To me new-born delights ! 

"Now let me borrow, 
For momenls few, a temperament as stem 
As Pluto's sceptre, that my words not bum 
These uttering lips, wbile f in tahn speocb tell 
How specious heaven was changed to real hell. 

" One morn she left me Bleeping : half awake 
I sought for her smooth arms and lips, t.o slake 
My greedy thirst with nectarous camel-draughta ; 
But she was gone. Whereat the barbed sh^ 
OF disappointment stuck in me so sore. 
That out I ran and search'd the forest o'er. 
Wandering about in pine and uedar gloom 
Damp awe assail'd roe, for there 'gan to boom 
A sound of moan, an agony of sound, 
Sepulchral from the distance all around. 
Then came a conquering earth -thunder, and rum- 
bled , 
That fierce complain to silence : while I stumbled 
Down a precipitous path, as if iinjjeU'd. 
1 came to a dark valley. — Groanings swell'd 
Poisonous about ray ears, and louiler grew, 
The nearer I approneh'd a flame's gaunt blue, 
That glared before me through a thoniy brake. 
This fire, Hke the eye of gordian snake, 
Bewitch'd me towards ; and I soon was near 
A sight too fenrful for the feel of fear : 
In thicket hid I cursed the h^|g:ard scene — 
The banquet of my arms, my avbour queen. 
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Seattd upon an uptorn forest root ; 

And all around huT Bhapea, wizai-d and brute, 

Laughing, and wailing, grovelliug, serpenting, 

Showing tooth, tusk, and veriom-bag, and sfing. 

O sach deformities! old Charon's self, 

Should be give up awbile his pennj' pelf. 

And take a dream 'mong rushes Stygian, 

It could not be so fantasied. Fieroe, wan. 

And tyrannizing was the lad^s look, 

A9 over them a gnarled staff she shook. 

Otltimes upon the sudden she langh'd out, 

And from a basket emptied to the rout 

Clusters of grapes, the which they raven'd quick 

And roar'd for more ; with many a hunnty liok 

About their sha^;}' jaws. Avenging, slow. 

Anon she took a branch of mistletoe. 

And emptied ont 8 black daU-gui^ling phial : 

Groan'd one and all, as if some piercing trial 

Was sharpening for their pitiable bones. 

She lifled up the charm : appealing groans 

From their poor breasts went suing to her eai 

In vain; remorseless as an infant's bier 

She whisk'd against their eyes the sooty oil. 

Whereat was heard a noise of pcunful toil. 

Increasing gradual to a tempest rage. 

Shrieks, yeRs, and groans of tortnrc-pilgrim^e ; 

Until their grieved boiliea 'gan to bloat 

And puff from the tail'% end to stified throat : 

Then was appalling silence : then a sight 

More nrildering than all that hoarse affright ; 

For the whole lierd, as by a whirlwind writhan. 

Went through the disioal air like one huge Python 

AntaKinizing Boreas, — and so vanish'd. 

Yet toere was not a breath of wind : she banish'd 

These phantoms with a nod. Lol from the dark 

Came waggish fauns, and nymphs, and satyrs stark. 

With danc-ing and loud revelry, — and went 

Swifter than centaurs after rapine bant. — 
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Sighing an elephant appear'd and bow'd 

Before the licruG wit(;h, speakinjr thus aload 

Iq human accent : ' Potent goddeBS ! chief 

Of pains resistless 1 make my being brief. 

Or let me from tins heavy prison fly : 

Or give me to the air, or let me die ! 

I sue not for my happy crown again ; 

I sue not for my phalanx on the plain ; 

1 sue not for my lone, my wldow'd wife : 

I sue not for my ruddy drops of life, 

My children fair, my lovely girls and bo3's I 

I will foi^et them ; I will pass these joys ; 

Ask nought so heavenward, so too — too high : 

Only I pray, as fairest boon, (o die, 

Or be deliver'd from this eunibrous flesh. 

From this gross, detestable, filtliy mesh, 

And merely given \o the cold bleak dr. 

Have mercy. Goddess I Ciree, feel my prayer 1 ' 

" That curst mj^iician's name fell icy numb 
Upon my wild coLijucCiiring : truth bad come 
Naked and sabre-like against my bearL 
I savr a fury whetting a death-dart ; 
And my slain spirit, overwrought with fright. 
Fainted away in that dark lair of night. 
Think, my deliverer, bow desolate 
My waking must have been I disgust and hate, 
Aiid terrors manifold divided me 
A spoil amongst them. I prepared to flee 
Inl« the dungeon core of that wild wood : 
I fled three days — when lo ! before me slcod 
Glaring the angry witch. O Dis, even now, 
A clammy dew is beading on my brow, 
At mere remembering her pale laugh, and curse. 
' Ha I ha ! Sir Dainty I there must be a nurse 
Made of rose-leaves and thistle-down, express. 
To cradle thee, my sweet, and lull thee : yea, 
I am too flinty-hard for thy nice touch : 
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My tenderast squeeze 13 bat a siant's clutch. 

So, fairy-thing, at shall have lullabiea 

Unheanl of yet; and it shall still its cries 

Upon some breast more lily-feminine. 

Oh, no ^ it shall not pine, and pine, and pine 

More than one pretty, trifling thousand years ; 

And then 'twere pity, but fate's gentle shears 

Cut short its immortality. Sea-flirt ! 

Young dove of the waters ! truly I'll not hurt 

One hair of thine ; see how I weep and agli, 

That oar heart-broken parting is so nigh. 

And must we part ? Ah, yes, it must be so. 

Yet ere thou leavest nie in utter woe, 

Let tne sob over thee my last adieus. 

And speak a blessing: Mark me ! thou hast thews 

Immortal, for thou art of heavenly race ; 

But such a love is mine, that here I chase 

Eternally away fhjra thee all bloom 

Of youth, and destine thee towards a tomb. 

Hence shalt thou quickly to the watery vast ; 

And there, ere many days be overpast, 

Disabled age shall seize thee ; and even then 

Thou shalt not go the way of aged men ; 

But live and wither, cripple and still breathe 

Ten hundred years : which gone, I then bequeathe 

Thjr fragile bones to unknown burial. 

Adieu, sweet love, adieii ! ' — As shot stars fall, 

She fled ere I could groan for mercy. Stung 

And poison'd was my spirit r despair sung 

A. war-aong of defiance 'gainst all bell. 

A hand was at my shoulder to compel 

My sullen steps ; another fore my eyes 

Moved on with pointed finger. In tins guise 

Enforced, at the last by ocean's tbam 

I Ibund me ; by my fresh, my native home, 

lis tempering coolness, to my li& akin. 

Came salutary as 1 waded in ; 

And, with a blind voluptuous rage, I gave 
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Battlsi to the swollen biiloiv-ridge, and drave 
Large fi'oth bufore cue, while there yet remaiird 
Hale strength, nor from ray bones all raairow 
draiu'd. 

" Young lover, I muat weep — aueh hellish spite 
IVith dry cheek who can tell ? While thus my 

might 
Proving upon this element, dismay'd, 
CJpon a dead thing's face my hand I laid ; 
I fook'd — 'twas Scylla I Curaed, cursed Ciroe 1 

vulture- wilch, hast never heard of mercy ! 
Could not thy harshest vengeance be content. 
But thou must nip tliia tender innocent 
Becaose I loved her ? — Cold, O cold indeed 
Were her fair limbs, and like a oommon weed 
Tlie soa-swell took her hair. Dead as she was 

1 clung about her waist, nor ceased to pass 
Fleet aa an arrow through unfathom'd brine, 
Until there shone a fabric crystalline, 

Ribb'd and inlaid witli coral, pebble, and pcarL 
Headlong 1 darted ; at one ei^r awirl 
Gain'd its bright portij, enter^, and behold ! 
'Twas vast, and desolate, and icy-eold ; 
And all around — But wherefore this to thee 
Who in few minutes more thyself shalt see ? — 
I left poor Scj'lia in a niche and fled. 
My fever'd parchings up, my scathing dread 
Met paUj^ half way r soon these limbs became 
Gaunt, withev'd, sapless, feeble, cramp'd, and lame. 

'_' Now let me pass a cruel, cruel space. 
Without one hope, without one faintest trace 
Of mitigation, or redeeminn; bubble 
Of eolour'd phantasy : for ffear 'twould trouble 
Thy brain to loss of reason : and next tell 
How a restoring chance came down to quell 
One half of the witch in me. 
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" On a day, 
Sitting upon a rock above the spray, 
I saw grow up I'roin the horizon's brink 
A gaUaiit vessel : soon she seeiu'il to sink 
Away from ine again, as though her course 
Had been resumed in spite of hindering force — 
So vanish'd : and not long, before arose 
Dark clouds, acid muttering of winds morose. 
Old .^^lus wonld stifle his mad spleen, 
Eut coold not ; therefore, all the billows green 
'I'oss'd up the silver epume against the (clouds. 
The tempest came : I saw that vessel's shrouds 
In perilous bustle ; while upon the deek 
Stood trembling creatures. I beheld the wreck ; 
The final gulfing ; the poor struggling souU ; 
I heard their cries amid loud thundei^rolls. 

they had all been saved but crazed eld 
Aunnll'd my vigorous cravings; and thus quell'd 
And curb'd, think on't, O Latmian I did I sit 
Writhing with pity, and a cursinj; fit 

AgMnst that hell-bom Circe. The crew had gone. 

By one and one, to pale oblivion ; 

And I was gazing on (he surges proiic, 

With many a scalding tear, and many a groan. 

When at my feet emei^d an old man's hand, 

Grasping this scroll, and Ibis same slender wand. 

1 knelt with pain — reaeh'd out my hand — had 

grasp'd 
These treasures — touch'd the knuckles — they un- 



a, and through chill aguish gloom outburst 
The comfortable sun. I was athirst 
To search the book, and in the warming Mr 
Parted its dripping leaves with eager care. 
Strange matters did it treat of, and drew on 
My soul page after page, till well oigh won 
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Into ibrgetfulness; when, stupefied, 

I read these words, and read iigain, and tried 

My eyes an;aiust the heavena, and read again. 

O what a load of inisen' and pain 

Each Atlas-line bore off! — a shine of hope 

Came gold around mc, cheerini; me to cope 

Strcnuoua wltJi hellish tyranny. Attend ! 

For thou hast brought their promise to an end. 

" ' In the wide sea there lives a forlorn wretuli, 
Doom'd with enfeebled carcase to outstretch 
His loathed existence through ten centuries, 
And then to die alone. Who can devise 
A totaL opposition ? No one. So 
One million times ocean must ebb and flow. 
And he oppressed. Yet he shall not die, 
These things aceomplish'd : — If ho utterly 
Scans alt the depths of mi^ic, and expounds 
The meanings ot all motions, shapes, and sounds \ 
If ho e.tjilores all forms and substances 
Straight liome ward to their symbol-essences ; 
He shall not die. Moreover, and in chiufj 
He must pursue this task of joy and grief 
Most piously ; — all lovers tempest-tost. 
And in the savage overwhelming lost. 
He sliall deposit side by side, until 
Hme's creeping shall the dreary space fulfil : 
Which done, and all these labours ripened, 
A youth, by heavenly power loved and led. 
Shall stand before him; whom he shall direct 
How to consummate all. The youth elect 
Must do the thing, or both will he destroy'd.' " 

" Then," cried the young Enilymion, overjoy'd, 
*' We are twin brothers in this destiny 1 
Say, I entreat thee, what achievement high 
Is, in this restless world, for me reserved. 
AiVliat ' if from thee my wandering feet had 
swerved. 
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Had we both perisli'd ? " — " Look ! " the sage re- 

"Dost thou not mark a gleamin" through the tide, 

Of (iivera brUlianpes ? 'tia the eililiee 

I told thee of, where lovely Scj-Ua lies ; 

And where I have enshrined piously 

All lovers, whom fell storms have doom'd to die 

Throughout my bondage," Thus discoursing, on 

Thej went till wnobseured the porches ehoiie ; 

Which hurrjingly they gain'd, and entcr'd straight. 

Sure never anue king Neptune held his state 

Was seen such wonder underneath the stars. 

Turn to some level plain where haughty Mars 

Has legion'd all his Wttie ; and behold 

How every soldier, with firm foot, doth hold 

His even breast; see, many steeled squares. 

And rigid ranks of iron — whenoe who darea 

One step ? Imagine further, line by line. 

These warrior thousands on the field supine : — 

Sola that crystal place, in silent rows, 

Poor lovers lay at rest from jo^s and woes. 

The stranger from the mountains, breathless, traced 

Sueh thousands of shut eyes in oiiler placed ; 

Such ranges of white feet, and patient lips 

All ruddy, — for here death no blossom nips. 

He mai-k'd their brows and foreheads; saw their 
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(WhisperM the guide, stuttering with joy) ev 

He spake, and, trembling like an aspen-bough, 
Began to tear his scroll in pieces small, 
Uttering the while some mumblings funeral. 
He tore it into pieces small as snow 
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That (U'ifts unfuatlier'il when bleak northerns 

And having done it, took tiis dark blue cloik 

And bound it roand Endyiuion ; then struck 

His waiid against the empt}' air times ninu. 

" Wliat more there is to do, young man, is thine: 

But first a little patience ; first undo 

Thia tangled thread, and wind it to a clue. 

Ah, gentle! 'tis as weak as spider's skein ; 

And shouldst tliou break it — What, is it done so 

clean ? 
A power overshadows thee ! Oh, brave ! 
The spite of hell is tumbling to its grave. 
Here is a shell; 'tis pearly blank to me, 
Kor raavk'U with any sign or charactery — 
Canst thou reail aught r read for pity's sake ! 
Olympus I we are safe! How, Carian, break 
This wand against yon lyre on the pedestal." 

'Twas done : and strtugbt with sudden swell and 

fall 
Sweet music breathed her sou! away, and sigh'd 
A lullaby \a silence, — " Youth ! ;iow strew 
These minced leaves on me, and passing through 
Those flies of dead, scatter the same around, 
And thou wilt see the issue." -— 'Mid the sound 
Of flutes and viols, ravishing his heart, 
Endymion from Glaucus stood apart, 
And seatter'd in his face some fragments li^ht. 
How lightning-swift the change ! a youthful wight 
Smiling beneath a coral diadem, 
Out-sparkling sudden like an npturn'd gem, 
Appear'd, and, stepping to a beauteous corse, 
Knuel'd down beside it, and with tenderest force 
Press'd its cold hand, and wept — and Scylla 

sigh'd 1 
Kndymion, with tjuicb hand, the charm applied — 
The nymph arose : he left them to their joy, 
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And onward went upon his higli employ. 

Showering those powerful fragments on the dead. 

And, as he pass'd, each lifted ap its head, 

As doth a flower at Apollo's touch. 

Death felt it to his inwards ; 'twas too much : 

Death fell a-weeping [n \m charnel-house. 

The Latmlan persevered along, and thus 

All were reanimated. There arose 

A noise of harmony, poises and (hroes 

Of gladness in the ^r — while many, who 

Had died in mutual arms devout and true, 

Sprang to each other madly ; and the rest 

Felt a high certainUi of being blest. 

They gazed upon Endymion. Enchantment 

Grew drunken, and would have its head and bent. 

Delicious symphonies, like airy flowers, 

Budded, and sweli'd, and, full-blown, shed full 

showers 
Of light, sofl;, unseen leaves of sounds divine. 
The two deliverers tasted a pure wine 
Of happine^, from fairy press oozed out. 
Speechless they eyed each other, and about 
The fair assembly wandei-'d to and fro. 
Distracted with the richest overflow 
Of joy that ever pour'd from heaven. 

Shouted the new-born god; " Follow, and pay 

Our piety b> Neptunus supremo 1 " — 

Then Scylla, blushing sweetly from her dream. 

They led on first, bent to her meek surprise. 

Through portal columns of a giant size 

Into the vaulted, boundless emerald. 

Joyous all follow'd, as the leader eall'd, 

Down marble steps; pouring as easily 

As hour-glass sand — and fast, as you mi^ht see 

Swallows obeying the south sunumer's eall. 

Or swans upon a gentle waterfall. 
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Thus went that beautiful multKude, nor far, 
Ere fii)iii among some roi;ka of glitteriiif! spar, 
Just wiihhi ken, they saw deaceoding lliicK 
Aiiollier multitude. Whereat more quitk 
Moved oitlier host. On a widu sand thuy met. 
And of those iiuiiibura every eye waa wet ; 
For ea<;h their old love tbuiid. A iiiuruiuriDg rose 
Like what waa uever heard in all the tliroea 
Of wind and waters ; 'tia pEist human wit 
To tell ; 'tis dizziness to think of it. 

This mighty uonsummation made, the host 
Moved on for many a leacrue ; and gain'd and lost 
Huge sea-marks ; vanward swelling in ari'ay. 
And from the rear diminishing away, 
TlW a faint dawn surprised them. Glauciis cried, 
" Behold I behold, the palaee of his pride ! 
God Neptunu's palaces." With noise inciuased. 
They ehoutder'a on towards that brightening easC 
At every onward step proud domes ai'ose 
In prosjioet, diamond gleams and golden glows 
or amber 'gainst their laees levelling. 
Joyous, and many as tht leaves in spring. 
Still onward ; still the splendour graduarsivell'd. 
Ktidi opal domes were seen, on high uphehl 
By jasper pillaiii, letting through their ehntta 
A blush of eoral. Copious wonder-draughts 
Kach gazer'drantc; and deeper drank more near : 
For what poor mortals fragment up, as mei-e 
As marble was their lavish, to the vast 
Of one fiur palace, that far, iar surpass'd, 
Kvcn for common bulk, those olden three, 
Memphis, and JJabylon, and.Nineveh. 

As large, as bright, as colourM as the bow 
Of Irl.s. when unlading it doth sliow 
Beyond a silvery shower, was the arch 
Through whieh this Paphian army took its march. 
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Into the outfir courla of Neptune's stutu ; 
Whence could be seen, direct, a golden gate, 
To which the leaders sped ; hut not half raught 
Ere it burat open swift as ffurj- thought, 
And made those dazzled thousands veil their eyes 
Like callow eagles at the first sunrise. 
Soon with an eagle nativeiiess their gaze 
Bipe from hue-colden swoons took all the blaze. 
And then, bchdd ! large Neptuue on hia throne 
Of emerald deep : yet not exalt alone ; 
At his right hand stood winged Love, and on 
Uis left Eat smiling Beauty's paragon- 
Far as the mariner on highest mast 
Can see all round upon the calmed vast, 
So wide was Neptune's hall : and as the blue 
Doth vault the waters, so the waters drew 
Their doming curtains, high, maguiiioeiit, 
Awed from the throne aloof; — and when storm-rent 
Disclosed the thunder-gloomings in Jove's air; 
But soothed as now, flaih'd sudden everywhere, 
Noiseless, sub-marine cloudlets, glittering 
Death to a human eye : for there did spring 
From natural west, and east, and south, and north, 
A light as of four sunsets, blazing forth 
A gold-green zenith "bove the Sea-God's head. 
Of lueid depth the floor, and far outspread 
As breezeless lake, on wliich the slim cauoe 
Of feather'd Indian darts aboat, as through 
The delicatest air : air verily, 
jlut for the portraiture of clouds and sky : 
This palace floor breath-^r, — but for the amaze 
Of deep-seen wonders motionless, — and blaze 

Of the dome pomp, reflected ir ""' "" 

Globing a golden sphere. 
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The Nereids danced; the Hyrens faintly sang; 

And the great Sea-King boVd his dri[iping head. 

Tben Lovu took wing, aiid from his pitiiuna shed 

On all tlio multitude a nectarous dew. 

The ooze-bort> Goddess beekoned and drew 

Fair Seylla and her cuides to conference ; 

And when they reacli'd the throned eminence 

She kiss'd the eea-nymph's cheek, who sat her down 

A toying with the doves. Then, ■' Mlghtp' crown 

And sceptre of this kingdom!" Venus said, 

" Tliy vows were on a time to Nais piud : 

Beliold ! " — Two copious tear-drops instant fell 

From the God's large eyes ; he smded delectable, 

And over Glaucus held his blessing hands. — 

" Endymion ! Ah ! still wandering in the bands 

Of love ? Now this is cruel. Since the hour 

I met thee in earth's liosom, all my power 

Have I put forth to serve thee. What, not yet 

Escaped from dull mortahty's harsh net ? 

A little patience, youth ! 'twill not be long. 

Or I am skilleiss quite : an idle tongue, 

A humid eye, and steps luxurious, 

Where these are new and strange, are ominous. 

Ay, I have seen these signs in one of heaven. 

When otliers were all blind ; and were I given 

To utter secrets, haply I mig;ht say 

Some pleasant words; but Love will have his day. 

So wait awhile expectant. Pr'ythee soon. 

Even in the passing of thine honey-moon, 

Visit my Cytherea; thou wilt find 

Cupid well-natured, my Adonis kind ; 

And pray persuade with thee — Ah, I have done. 

All bUsses be upon thee, my sweet sonl" — 

Thus the fair Goddess: while Endymion 

Knelt to receive those accents halcyon. 
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In coarteous founCiuns to all caps outreach'd ; 

And pluoder'd vines, teeming exhanstless, pleach'd 

New growlh aliout each BhdU anil pendunt lyre ; 

The whith, in entaliftling for tlicir (ire, 

PuU'd down fitsb tiiliafje and coverture 

For dainty toy. Cupid, empire-sure, 

Flutter'd and laugli'd, and oittimea through the 

throng 
Made a deligtted way. Then dance, and fiong, 
And garlanding, grew wild; and pleasure reign'd. 
In harmless tendril they each other chain'd, 
And strove who should be smolher'd deepest in 
Fresh crush of leaves. 

For one so weak to venture his poor verse 
In such a place as this. O cjo not curse, 
High Muses ! let him hurry to the ending. 

All suddenly were silent. A soft blending 
Of duluet instruments came charmingly ; 
And then a liynm. 

"King of the stormy sea! 
Brother of Jove, and co-iaheritor 
Of elements ! Eternally before 
Thee the waves awful bow. Fast, stubborn rock, 
At thy fear'd trident shrinking, doth unlock 
Its deep foundations, hissing into foam. 
All mountain-rivers lost, in the wide home 
Of" thy capacious bosom ever flow. 
Thou frownest, and old ,^tu8 thy foe 
Skuiks to his eavem, 'raid the gruff complaint 
Of all his rebel tempests. Dark clouds faint . 
When, from thy diadem, a silver gleam 
Slants over blue dominion. Thy bright team 
Gulfs in the morning light, and scuds along 
To bring thee nearer to that gohlcn song 
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Apollo singp.tli, while bis chariot 

Waits at the doors of beaven. Thou art not 

For seenes like this ; an empire stern hast thou, 

And it hath fui-row'd that large front: yet now, 

As newly come of heaven, dost thou sit 

To blend and interkiiit 

Subdued majesty with this glad time. 

O she!l-bom King sublime ! 

We lay our hearts before thee evermore — 

We sing, and we adore ! 

" Breathe softly, flute: 
Be tender of your strings, ye soothinj' iutea ; 
Nor be the trumpet heard ! O vain, O vain ! 
Not flowers budding in an April rain, 
Nor breath of sleeping dove, nor river's flow — 
No, nor the ^olian twang of Love's own bow. 
Can mingle music lit for the sofi ear 
Of goddess Cytherea! 

Yet deign, wliile Queen of Beauty, thy fair eyes 
On our soul's sacrifice. 

" Briffht-wingcd Child ! 
Who has another care when thou hast smiled ? 
Unfortunates on earth, me see at last 
All death-shadows, and glooms that overaast 
Our spirits, Jajin'd away by thy light pinions. 

God of warm pulsea, and dislievell'd hair, 
And panting bosoms bare ! 
Dear unseen light in darkness ! eclipscr 
Of light in llaht! delicious poisoner ! 
Thy venom'dgoblet will we quaft' until 

We fill— we In: 

And by tlij- Mother's lips " ■ 

■ Was heard no more 
For clamour, whtn the golden palace-door 
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Oppn'd ajrain. anil from witliniit, in shone 
A new iiiagiiilioeiice. On oozy throne 
I^niooth-muving came Oi;eanus the old, 
To take a \a.\esi ^rlimpse at his ebeepfold, 
Before lie went into his quiet cave 
To muse for ever— Tlieii, a lucid wave, 
Scoop'd from its trembling sisters of mid-sea, 
Afloat, and pillowing up the majesty 
Of Doris, and the JE^an seer, her spouse — 
Next, on a dolphin, clad in laurel boughs, 
Theban Amphion leaning on his lute : 
His flingers went across it— All were mute 
To gaze on Amphitrite, queen of pearls. 
And Thetis pearly too. — 

The palace whirls 
Around giddy Endymion ; seeing he 
Was there far strayed from mortality. 
He could not bear it — shut his eyes in vain ; 
Imamnation gave a dizzier pain. 
" 1 shall die 1 sweet Venus, be my stay I 
Where is my lovely mistress ? Wull-away ! 
I die — I hear her voiue — I feel iny wing — " 
At Neptune's feet he sank. A sudden ring 
Of Nereids wore about him, in kind strifti 
To usher back his spirit into life : 
But still he slept. At lasC they interwove 
Their cradling arms, anxl purposed to convey 
Towards a crystal bower lar away. 

Lo I while alow carried through the pityin" 
crowd. 
To his inward senses these words spake aloud; 
Written in star-light on. the dark above ; 
" Dearest Endymion ! my entire love ! 
How have I dwelt in fear of fate ; 'tis done — 
Immortal bliss for me too hast thnu won. 
Arise then I for the hen-dove shall not hatch 
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The j'oiith at once arose r a placid lake 
Came quiet to his ejea ; and forest green, 
Cooler than all the wonder he had seen, 
LuU'd with its simple song his fluttering breast. 
How happy once again in grassy nest I 



BOOK IV. 

Muse of my native land ! loftiest Muse ! 
O first-born on the mountains! By the hues 
Of heaven on the spiritual air begot : 
Long didst thou sit alone in northern grot, 
While yet our England was a wolfish den ; 
Before our forests heard the talk of men ; 
Before the first of Druids was a child ; — 
Long didst thou sit amid our regions nild, 
Bapt in a deep prophetic solitude. 
There came an eastern voice of solemn mood ; — 
Yet wast thou patient. Then sang forth the Nine, 
Apollo's garland ; — yet didst thou divine 
Such home-bred glory, that they cried in vain, 
" Come hither, Sisler of the Island ! " Plain 
Spake fair Ausonia ; and once more she spake 
A higher summons : — still didst thou betidce 
Thee to thy native hopes. O thou hast won 
A full accomplishment ! The thing is done, 
Which undone, these our latter days had risen 
On barren souls. Great Mu^e, thou know'at what 

prison 
Of flesh and bone, curbs, and confines, and frets 
Our spirits' wings : despondency besets 
Our pillows; and the fresh to-morrow mom 
Seems to give forth its light in very scorn 
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Of our dull, uninspired, snail-paced lives. 
Lon« have I s^d, how happy he who slirivea 
To thee ! But then I thought on poets eone 
And could not pra;)- : — nor^oan I now — so 
I move to the end in lowliness of heart. — 

" Ah, w 

■om my . .. _ , .,„.„ „,„ 

Glad was the hour, when, with tliee, myriads bade 

Adieu to Ganges and their pleasant fields 1 

To one so friendless the clear freshet yields 

A bitter eooluess; the ripe grape is sour: 

Yet I would have, gveat gods! bnt one short hour 

Of native air — let me but die at home." 

Endymion to heaven's airy dome 
Was offering up a hecatomb of vows, 
When these words reath'd him. Wliereupon hu bows 
His head through thorny-green entanglement 
Of underwood, and to the sound is bent. 
Anxious as hind towards her hidden fawn. 

" ^??^ ""* "^^"^ *" '"^'P ""^ ' ^° ^^" dawn 
Of life from charitable voice ? Ko sweet saying 
To set. mv dull and sadden'd spirit playing ' 
No hand to toy with mine 7 Mo lips so sweet 
That I may worship them ? No eyelids meet 
To twinkle on my bosom ? No one dies 
Before me, till from tliese enslaving eyes 
Eedemption sparkles ! — J am sad and lost." 

Thou, Carian lord, badst better have been tost 
Into a whirlpool. Vanish into air, 
Warm mountaineer ! for canst thou only bear 
A woman's sigh alone and in distress ? 
See not her cbamis ! Is Plicebe passionless ? 
Phcebe is fairer far — "aze no Vnore : — 
Yet if thou wilt behold all beauty's store. 
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Beholil her panting in Clie forest grass 1 
Do not those <;urls of glossy jet surpass 
For tenderness the arms so idly kin 
Amongst them ? Feelest not a kindred pain, 
To see such lovely ej'es in awimming seari^h 
After some warm delight, that seems to peruh 
Dovelike in the dim cell lying beyond 
Their upper lids ? — Hist ! 

" O for Hermes' wand 
To touch this flower into human shape ! 
That woodland Hyacinthus could escape 
From his green prison, and here kneeling down 
Call me his queen, his second life's fair crown ! 
Ah me, how I could love I — My soul doth melt 
For the unhappy youth — Love I I have felt 
So faint a kindness, such a meek surrender 
To what my own full thoughts had maile too tender. 
That but for tears my life had fled away 1 
Te deaf and, senseless minutes of the day, 
And thou, old forest, hold ye this for true. 
There is no lightning, no authenljo dew 
But in the eye of love : there's not a sound. 
Melodious howsoever, can confound 
The heavens and earth in one to such a death 
As doth the voiue of love : there's not a breath 
Will mingle kindly with the meadow air, 
Till it has panted round, and stolen a share 
Of passion from the heart ! " — 

Upon a bough 
He leant, wretched. He surely cannot now 
Thirst for another love : O impious, 
That he can even dream upon it thus ! 
Thought ho, " Why am I not as are the dead, 
Since to a woe like this I have been led 
Through the dark uartb, and through the wondrous 
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Goddess ! I love thee not the less ; from thee 
By Juno's smile I turn not ^ no, no, no — 
While the areat waters are at ebb and flow, — 
I have a triple soul 1 O fond pretence — 
Por both, for both my love is so immense, 
I feel my heart is cut in twain for them." 

And so he groan'd, as one by beauty slain. 
The lady's heart beat quiek, and he eoiild see 
Her gentle bosom heave tumuituously. 
He sprang from his green covert ; there she lay, 
Sweet as a musk-rose upon new-made hay ; 
With all her limbs on tremble, and her eyes 
Shut softly up alive. To speak he tries : 
" Fair damsel, pity me ! forgive that I 
Thus violate tiiy bower's santtiiy ! 

pardon me, (or I am full of grief — 

Gnef bom of thee, young angel ! fairest thief! 
Who stolen hast away the wings wherewith 

1 was to lop the heavens. Dear maid, sidi 
Thou art my executioner, and I feel 



And all my story that much passion slew me ; 

Do smile upon the evening of my days ; 

And, for my tortured brain begins to craze. 

Be thou my nurse; and let me understand 

How dying I shall kiss that lily hand. - — 

Dost weep for me ! Then should I be content. 

Scowl on, ye fates I until the firmament 

Oulblackens Erebus, and the fuU-cavem'd earth 

Ci'umbles info itself. By the cloud-girth 

Of Jove, those tears have given me a thirst 

To meet oblivion." — As her heart would burst 

The maiden sobb'd awhile, and then replied: 

" Why must such dpsolation betide 

As that thou speakest of? Arc not these green 



Ho.i.iit,,CoOQlc 



124 ENBYMION. 

Empty of all misfortune 1 Do the brooks 
Utter a gorgon Toice ? Does yonder thrush. 
Schooling its Iialf-fledged litlje ones to brush 
About tlie dewj- forest, whisper tales ? — 
Speak not of grief, jouuf: stranjrer, or eold snails 
Will slime the rose to-nip;]it. Though if thou wilt, 
Melhinks 'twould be a guilt — a very guilt — 
Not to companion thee, and sigh away 
Tbe light — the dusk — the dark — (ill break of 

" Dear lady," said Endymion, " 'tis past : 

I love thee ! and my days can never last. 

That I may pass in patience still speak: 

Let me have muaic dying, and 1 seek 

So more delight — I bid adieu t6 all. 

Didst thou not after other climates call. 

And murmur about Indian streams?" — Then she, 

Sitting beneath tbe midmost forest tree. 

For pity sang this roundelay 

" O Sorrow I 

Why dost borrow 
The natural hue of health, fi-om vermeil lips ? — 

To give maiden blushes 

To the while i-ose bushes ? 
Or is it thy dewy hand the daisy tips ? 

" O Sorrow ! 

Wlij' dost borrow 
The lustrous passion from a falcon-eye 7 — 

To give the glowworm light ? 

Or, on a moonless ninht, 
To tinge, on syren shores, (he salt sea-spry 1 

" O Sorrow ! 
Why dost borrow 
The mellow ditties from a mourning tongue ? — 
To give at evening pale 
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Unto the niglitingale, 
That thou mayst listen the cold dews amonn ? 

" Sorrow ! 

Why (lost boriDW 
Heart's lightness from the inemmont of May? 

A lover would not tread 

A cowslip on the head, 
Though he should dance from eve till peep of 

Nor any drooping flower 
Held sacred for tny bower, 
Wherever he may sport himself and play. 

" To Sori'ow, 

I bade good morrow, 
And thought to leave her far away behind ; 

But eheerly, cheerly, 

She loves me dearly ; 
She is so constant to me, and so kind : 

I would deceive her. 

And so leave her. 
But ah ! she is so constant and so kind. 

" Beneath my palm-trees, by the river side, 
I sat a weeping : in the whole world wide 
There was no one to ask me why I wept — 

And so I kiipt 
Brimming the water-hly cups with tears 

Cold as my fears. 
Beneath m^ palm-trees, by the river side, 
I sat a weeping : what enamour'd bride. 
Cheated by shadowy wooer from the clouds, 

But hides and shrouds 
Beneath dark palm-trees by a river side ? 
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Into tbe wide stream came of purple hue — 

'Twas Bacchus and his trew ! 
Tbe earnest trumpet spake, and silver thrills 
From kisBing cymbals made a merry din — 

'Tnaa Bacchus and liis kin ! 
Like to a moving vintage down they came, 
Crown'd with green leaves, and faces all < 

Aii madlj dancing throueh (he pleasant valley, 

To scare ifiee, Melancholy ! 
O then, then, thou wast a simple name I 
And I forgot thee, as the berried holly 
By shepherds is forgotten, when in June, 
Tall chestnuts keep away the sun and moon : — 

1 rush'd into the folly I 



With sidelong laughing ; 
And little rills of crimson wine imbrued 
His plump white arms, and shonldors, enough whi 

For Venus' pearly bite ; 
And near him rode Silenus on his ass, 
Pelted with flowers as he on did pass 

Tipsily quaffing. 

" Whence came ye, merry Damsels ! wheni 

came ye, 
So many, and so many, and such glee ? 
Why have ye left your bowers desolate, 

Your lutes, and gentler fate ? 
' We follow Bacchus! Bacchus on the wing, 

A conquering ! 
Bacchus, young Bacchus ! good or ill betide, 
We dance before him thorough kingdoms wide : - 
Come hither, lady fair, and joined be 

To our wild minstrelsy ! ' 
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" Whence eame ye, joHy Safj'rs ! whence came ye. 
So many, aud ao many, and such glee? 
Why have ye left yonr forest haunts, why left 

Tour nuW in oak-tree deft ? — 
' For wine, for wine me left our kernel tree ; 
For wine we left our heath, and yellow brooms. 

And i;old mushrooms ; 
For wine we follow Bacchus throujjh the earth ; 
Great god of breathless cups and chirping mirth ! . 
Come hither, lady fair, and joined be 

To OUT mad minstrelsy 1' 

" Oyer wide streams and mountains great we went. 
And, save when Bacchus kept bis ivy tent, 
Onward the tiger aud the leopard pants. 

With A^an elephants : 
Onward these myriads — with song and danee, 
With zebras striped, and sleek Arabians' prance. 
Web-footed alli^iatOTs, crocodiles, 
Bearing upon tneir scaly backs, in files. 
Flump infant laughers mimicking the coil 
Of seamen, and stout galley-rowers' toil ; 
With toying oars and silken sails they glide, 

Nor care for wind and tide. 
Moanted on panthers' furs and lions' manes. 
From rear to van they scour about the plidns ; 
A three days' journey in a moment done; 
And always, at the nang of the sun. 
About the wilds they hunt with spear and horn. 
On spleenful unicorn. 

" I saw Osirian Egypt kneel adown 

Before the vine-wreath crown ! 
I saw parch'd Abyssinia rouse aud sing 

To the silver cymbals' ring ! 
I saw the whelming vintage hotly pierce 

Old Tartary the fierce ! 
The kings of Ind tiieir jewel-sti-ptres vail. 
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Aod from their treasures scatter pearled hail; 
Great Brahma from his mystic heaven groans, 

And all bis prieathood moans. 
Before young Bacchus' ere-wink turning pale, 
luto these regions oame I, following hitu. 
Sick-hearted, weary — so I took a whim 
To stray away into these forests drear, 

Alone, without a peer : 
And I have told thee all thou mayest hear. 

" Young Stranger ! 

In search of pleasure throughout every clime; 
Alas ! 'tis not for me : 
Beivitth'd I sure must be, 

To lose in grieving all my maiden prime. 

" Come then. Sorrow, 

Sivuetest Sorrow! 
Like an own babe I nurse thee on my breast : 

I thought to leave Ihee, 

And deceive thee. 
But now of all the world I love thee best. 

'■ Thoro is not one. 

No, no, not one 
But thee to comfort a poor lonely maid ; 

Thou art her mother, 

And her brother. 
Her playmate, and her wooer in the shade." 

O what a sigh she gave in finishing. 
And look, quite dead to every worldly thing ! 
Endvriiion i.'ould not speak, hut gazed on her : 
And" list4?n'il to the wind that now did stir 
About the crisped oaks fidl drearily, 
Yet with as sweet a soflness as might be 
Eemember'd from its velvet summer song 
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At last he said : " Poor ladj ! how thus long 

Have I been able to endure that voice ? 

Fair Melody I kind Syren I I've no choice ; 

I must be tby sad servant evermore ; 

I eannot choose but kneel liere and adore. 

Alas, I must not thinlc — by Fliccbe, no ! 

Let me not think, aoft Angel ! shall it be so ? 

Say, beautirullest, shall I never think ? 

O thou (iouidet foster me beyond the brink 

Of" recollection ! make my watchful care 

Close up its bloodshot eyes, nor see despair ! 

Do gently murder half my soul, and I 

Shall feel the other half so utterly ! — 

I'm giddy at that cheek so f^r and smooth ; 

O let it blush BO ever ; let it soothe 

M^ madness I let it mantle rosy-warm 

With the tinge of love, panting in safe alarm. 

This cannot be thy hand, and yet it is ; 

And this is sure thine other soflling — this 

Tliine ovfn fair bosom, and I am so near I 

Wilt fall asleep ? O \&t me sip that tear ! 

And whisper one sweet word that I may know 

Tliis is this woi'ld — sweet dewy blossom !" — WoB 

Woe! wok to that Endymion ! Where is 

I'-ven these words went echoing dismally 
Through the wide forest — a most fearful tone, 
J^ike one repenting in his latest moan ; 
And while it died away a shade pass'd hy. 
As of a thunder-cbud. When arrows fly 
Tlu\>ugh the thick branches, poor ring-doves sleek 

forth 
Their timid necks and tremble ; so these both 
Leant to each other trembling, and sat so 
Waiting for some deslruetion — when lo ! 
Foot-feat! ler'd Mercury appear'd sublime 
Beyond the tal! tree tops; and in less time 
Thau shoots the slanted hail-storm, down he dropp'd 
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Towards t.lie ground ; but i-ested not, nor stopp'd 
One moment from his home : only the sward 
He with hiH wand light touch'd, and lieavenward 
Swifter than sight was gone — even before 
The teeming earth a sudden witness bore 
Of liis swift magic. Diving awans appear 
Above the crystal etrclings white and clear; 
And catcb the cheated eye in wild surprise, 
How they can dive in sight and unseen rise — 
So from the tnrf outaprang two Btoeda jet-blai;k, 
Each with large dark blue vings upon his back. 
The youth of Caria placed the lovely dame 
On one, and felt himself in spleen to tame 
The other's fierceness. Through the air they flew, 
High as ibe eagles. Like two drops of dew 
E.'thalud to Phtebus' lips, away they are gone. 
Far from the earth away — unseen, alone. 
Among cpol clouds and winds, but that the free 
The buoyant life of song can floating be 
Above their hoada, and follow them untived. 
Muse of my native land I am I inspired 'I 
This is the giddy air, and I must spread 
Wide pinions to keep here ; nor do I dread 
Or height, or depth, or width, or any chance 
Pi'ecipitouH : I liave beneath my glance 
Those towering horses and their mournful freight. 
Could I thus sail, and see, and thus await 
Fearless for power of thought, without thine aid ? 
There is a sleepy dusk, an odorous shade 
From some approaching wonder, and behold 
Those winged steeds, with snorting nostrils bold 
^>iiulf at its faint extreme, and seem to tire. 
Dying t« embers from their native tire I 

Tliero curl'd a purple mist around them ; soon, 
Jt si'ein'd as when around the palo new moon 
Saii Zephyr droops the clouds like weeping willow ; 
'Twas sleep sloiv journeying with bead on pillow. 
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For the first tiniG, since he came nigh dead-bom 

From the old womb of night, liis cave forlorn 

Had he left more forlorn ; for the first IJme, 

Ho felt aloof the iiay and morning's prime — 

Because into bis depth Cimmerian 

There came & dream, showing how a young man. 

Ere a lean bat could plump its wintry skin, 

Would at high Jove's empyreal footstool win 

An immortality, and how espouse 

Jove's daughter, and be recson'd of his house. 

Now was he slumbering towards heaven's gate, 

That ho might at the threshold one hour wait 

To bear the marriage melodies, and then 

Sink downward to his dusky eave again : 

His litter of smooth soniituoent mist, 

Diversely tinged ivith rose and amethyst, 

Puzzled those eyes that for the centre sought; 

And scarcely for one moment t-onld be caught 

His sluggish form reposing motionless. 

Those two on winged steeds, with all the stress 

Of vision search'd for him, as one would look 

Athwart the saKoivs of a river nook 

To catch a glance at silver-throated eels, — 

Or from old Skiddaw's lop, when fog conceals 

His rugged forehead in a mantle pale, 

With an eye-guess towards some pleasant vale, 

Descry a favourite hamlet faint and far. 

These raven horses, though they foster'd are 
Of earth's splenetic fire, dully drop 
Their full-vein'd ears, nostrils blood wide, and stop ; 
Upon the spiritless mist have they outspread 
Their ample feathers, are io slumber dead, — 
And on those pinions, level in mid-air, 
Endymion e1eej:)eth and the lady f^r. 
Slowly thev sail, slowly as icy isle 
Upon a calm sea drifting: and meanwhile 
The mournful wandj'rer dreams. Behold ! ho walks 
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On heaven's pavement, brotherly he talks 

To divine powers; froai his hand full fain 

Juno's prouJ birds are pecking pearly grain : 

He tries the nerve of Phoehua' golden Bow, 

And asketh where the goWen apples grow : 

Upon his arin he braces Pallas' shield, 

And strives in vwtt to unsettle and wield 

A Jovian thunderbolt : aroh Hebe brings 

A fuU-brimm'd goblet, dances lightly, sings 

And tantahzes long ; at last he drinks. 

And lost in pleasure, at her feet he sinks, 

Touching with dazzled lipa her starlight hand, 

He blows a bngle, — an ethereal band 

Are visible ahove ; the Seasons four, ~ 

Green-kirtled Spring, flush Summer, golden store 

In Autumn's siekle, Wintar frosty hoar, 

Join dance with shadowy Hours; while still the blast. 

In swells unmitigated, still doth last 

To sway their floating niori'is. " Whose is this ? _ 

Whose bugle ? " he ini^iiirea : they smile — " O Dis 1 

Why is this. mortal hore ? Dost thou not know 

Its mistress' lips ? Not thou ? — Tis Dian's : lo ! 

Sbe rises crescented I" He looks, 'tis she, 

His very goddess r good-hye earth, and sea, 

And air, and pains, and tare, and suffering ; 

(Jood-bye to all but love I "Then doth lie spring 

Towards her, and awakes — and, strange, o'erhead. 

Of those saine fragrant exhalations bred, 

Beheld awake his very dream : the gods 

Stood smiling ; merry Hebe laughs and nods ; 

And Fhcebe oends towards him crescented. 

O state perplexing ! On the pinion bed. 

Too well awake, be feels the panting side 

Of his delicious lady. He who died 

For soaring too audacious in the sun. 

Where tliat sauie truathorous wax began to run. 

Felt not more tongue-tied than Endymion. 

His heart leapt u[) ns to its rightful throne. 
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To that fnir-shadow'd passion pulsed its wav — 

Ah, what perpleaitj ! Ah, well a-day ! 

So fond, so beauteoaa was liis bed-fullow, 

He could not help but kiss hor: tliuii he grew 

Awhile foi^tt'ul of all beauty save 

Young Phcebe's, golden-hair'd ; and so 'gan crave 

Porgiveness : yet he turn'd once more to look 

At the sweet sleeper, — all his soul was shook, — 

She press'd his hand in slumber ; so once iiioro 

He could not help but kiss lier and adore. 

At this tlie shadow ■wept, meitini; away. 

The Latmlan started up : " Bright goddesa, stay ! 

Suarch my most hidden breast I By troth's own 

I have no dsedale heart; why is it wrung 
To desperation ? Is there nought for me. 
Upon the bourne of bliss, but misery ?" 

These words awoke the stranger of dark treaaes : 
Her dawning love-look rapt Endymion blesses 
With 'haviour soft. Sleep yawn'd from underneath. 
" Thou swan of Ganges, ie't us no more breathe 
This murky phantasm ! thou contented scem'st 
Pillow'd in lovely idleness, nor dream'st 
What horrors may discomfort thee and me. 
Ah, shouldst thou die from my heaH>treachery ! — 
Yet did she merely weep— her gentlo soul 
Hath no revenge in it ; as it is wliole 
In tenderness, would I were whole in love I 
Can I prize thee, fair maid, all price above, 
Even when I feel as true as innocence I 
I do, r do. — What is this soul then ? Whence 
Came it ? It does not seem my own, and I 
Have no ael&passion or identity. 
Some fearful end must be ; where, where is it ? 
By Nemesis ! I see mv spirit flit 
Alone about the dark'— Forgive me, sweet ! 
Shall we away?" He roused the steeds; they 
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Theiv wings ohivalrous into the «[ear air. 
Leaving old Sleep within hia vapoury lair. 

The good-night blush of ove was waning slow, 
And Vesper, risen star, began to throe 
In the dusk lieavens silvery, when they 
Thus sprang direct towards the Galaxy. 
Nor did speed binder converse soft and strange — 
Eternal oaths and vows they interehange, 
In sQcb wise, in such temper, so aloof 
Up in the winds, beneath a starry roof, 
So witless of tbeir doom, that verily 
'Tia well nigh past man's searcli their hearts to see: 
Whether they wept, or laugh'd, or grieved, oi 

Most like with joy gone mad, with sorrow oloy'd. 

Pull facing their swift flight, from ebon streak, 
The moon put forth a little diamond peak. 
No bigger than an unobserved star, 
Or tiny point of fairy seimetar; 
Bright signal that she only atoop'd to tie 
Her i^lver sandals, ere deliciously 
She bow'd into the heavens her timid head. 
Slowly she rose, as though she would have lied, 
While to his. lady meek the Carian tum'd, 
To mark if her dark eyes had yet discem'd 
This beauty in its birth — Despiur I despair I 
He saw her body lading gaunt and spare 
In the cold moonshine. Straight he seized her wrist 
It melted from his grasp ; her hand he kiss'd. 
And, horror I kiss'd his own — he was alone. 
Her steed a little higher soar'd, and then 
Dropt hawk-wise to the earth. 

There lies a den, 
Beyond the seeming confines of the space 
Made for the soul to wander in and trace 
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Its own existence, of remotest glooms. 
Dark regions are around it, wliere tlie tomba 
or buried grie& the spirit sees, but scarce 
One hour dotli linger weeping, for the pierce 
Of new-born woe il feels more inlj' smart : 
And in tlicse rej^ons many a veuoui'd dart 
At random flies ; thoy are the proper home 
Of every ill ; the mau is yet to come 
Who hath not journey 'd in this native helL 
But few have ever felt how caha and wel! 
Sleep may be had in that deep den of all. 
There anguish does not sting, nor pleasure pall ; 
Woe-haiTieanes beat ever at the gate, 
Yet all is still within and desolate. 
Beset ivith painful guste, within ye hear 
No sound so loud as when on c'urtain'd bier 
The death-watoh tick ia stifled. Enter none 
Who strive therefore ; on the sudden it is won. 
Just when the suflerer begins to burn. 
Then it is free to him ; and from an urn, 
Still fed by meltinn; jee, he takes a draught — 
Young Semele suoh richness never (]unlPd 
In her maternal lonj^ng. Happy gloom ! 
Dark Paradise ! where pale becomes the bloom 
Of health by due ; where silence dreariest 
Is most articulate ; where hopes infest ; 
Where those eyes are the brightest far that keep 
Their lids shut longest ih a dreamless sleep. 
O happy spirit-home ! wondrous soul I 
Pregnant with such a den to save the whole 
In thine own depth. Hail, gentle Carian ! 
For, never since thy griefs and woes b^an, 
Hast thou felc so eontout : a grievous feud 
Hath led thee to this Cave of Quietude. 
Aj', his luU'd soul was there, altlioiigh upborne 
With dangerous speed : and so ho did not mourn 
Because be knew not whither he was going. 
So happy was he, not the aerial blowing 
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Of trumpets at dear parley from the east 
Could rouse from that fijie relisli, that high feast. 
They stung the feather'd horae ; with fieree alarm 
He Jlapji'd towards the sound. Alas ! no charm 
Could lift Endjmion'a head, or he had view'd 
A skyey mask, ajtinion'd muKitude,— 
And silvery was its passing : voices aweet 
Warbling the vfhile as if to lull and greet 
The wanderer in his path. Thus warbled they. 
While past the vision went in bright array. 

" Who, who from Diaa's feast would be away ? 
For all the golden bowers of the day 
Are empty left ? Who, who away would be 
From Cynthia's wedding and festivity ? 
Not Hesperus : h> ! upon his silver wings 
He leans away for highest heaven and sings, 
Snajmin^ his lucid Angers merrily I — 
Ah, Zepbyrus ! art here, and Flora too ? 
Te tender bibbers of the rain and dew, 
Toung playmates of the rose and daffodil. 
Be careful, ere ye enter in, to fill 

Tour baskets high 
With fennel green, and balm, and golden pines, 
Savory latter-mint, and columbines. 
Cool parsley, basil sweet, and sunny thyme ; 
Yea, every flower and leaf of every clime. 
All gathe^d in the dewy morning : hie 

Awayl fly, fly I _ 
Crystalline brother of the belt of heaven, 
Aquarius I to whom king Jove has given 
Two liquid pulse streams 'stead of feather'd winoa. 
Two fanlike fountains, — thine illuminin^a ° 

For Dian play ; " 

Dissolve (he frozen purity of air; 
Lot thy white shoulders silvery and bare 
Show cold through watery pinions; make more 
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The Stai^Qaeen's crescent on her marriage night; 

Haste, haste away I 
Castor has tamed the nianet Lion, sec ! 
And of ilie Bear has Folhi.t niasierj : 
A third is in the rate I who is the third, 
Speeding away swift as the eagle bird ? 

The ramping Centaur ! 
TLe Lion's mane 's on end ; the Bear how fierce ! 
The Centaur's arrow ready seems to pierce 
Some enemy r far forth liia bow is bent 
Into the blue of heaven. He'll be shent, 

Pale unrelentor. 
When he shall hear the wedding lutes a playing. — 
Andromeda ! sweet woman ! why delaying 
So timidly among the stars ; come hither ! 
Join this bright throng, and nimbly follow whither 

They all are going. 
Danae's Son, before Jove newly bow'd, 
Has wept for thee, calling to Jove aloud. 
Thee, centle kdy, did he disenthrall: 
To shall for ever live and love, for all 

Tliy tears arc flowinrr.— 
By Daphne's fright, behold Apollo ! " — 

Jlore 
Endymion heard not: down hia steed him bore, 
Prone to the green head of a misty hill. 

His first touch of the earth went nigh to kill. 
" Alas ! " said he, " were I but always borne 
Through dangerous winds, had but my footsteps 

A path in hell, for ever would I bless 

Ilorrora which nourish an uneasiness 

For my own sullen conquering ; to him 

Who lives beyond earth's boundary, grief ia dim, 

Sorrow is but a shadow : now I see 

The grass ; I feel the solid ground — Ah, me ! 
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It Is thy voice — divLnest ! Where ? — who ? who 
Left thee so c[uiet on this bed of dew ? 
Boliold upon thia happy earth we are ; 
LeC us aye love each other ; let us fare 
On forest-fiTjils, and never, never go 
Amon" tlie abodiis of mortals here below, 
Or be oy phantoms duped. O destiny I 
Into a, labjrbth now my soul would fly, 
But with thy beauty will I deaden it. 
Where didst thou melt to ? By thee will I sit 
For ever : let our fate stop here™ a kid 
I on this spot will offer : Pan will bid 
Us live in peace, in love and peace among 
His forest wildernesses. I havn clung 
To nothing, loved a nothing, nothing seen 
Or felt but a great dream ! Oh, I have been 
■ Preaumptuoua against love, against the sky, 
Against all elements, gainst the tie 
Of mortals eauh to each, against the blooms 
Of flowers, rush of rivers, and the tomtra 
Of heroes gone I Against his proper glory 
Has my own soul conspired ; so my story 
Will I to children utter, and repent. 
There never lived a mortal man, who bent 
His appetite beyond his natural sphere. 
But starved and died. My sweetest Indian, here, 
Here will I kneel, for thou redeemed hast 
My life from too thin breathing : "one and past 
Are cloudy ((hantasms. Cavernslone, farewell I 
And cur of visions, and the monstrous swell 
Of visionary seas ! No, never more 
Shall airy voices cheat nie to the shore 
Of tangled wonder, breathless and aghast. 
Adieu, my daiutiest Dream ! although so vast 
My love Is still for thee. The hour may tome 
When we shall meet in pure elysium. 
On earth I may not love thee, and therefore 
Doves will I offer up, and 31 
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All tliroiin]) Ihe teeming j-ear ; so thou wilt shine 
On me, and on Uiis damael fair of mine, 
And blesa our simple lives. My Indian Wtas ! 
My river-lily bud [ one human kiss ! 
One sigh of realbi-eath — one gentle equeeze, 
Warm aa a dove's neat among summer trees, 
And warm with dew at ooze from living blood 1 
Whither didst melt ? Ah, what of that I — all jood 
We'll talk about — no more of dreaming. — I^w, 
Where shall our dwelling be ? Under the brow 
Of some steep mossy hill, where ivy duu 
Would hide ne up, altliougli apnng leaves were 

And where dark yew-trees, us we rustle through. 

Will drop their scarlet-berry cups of dew ! 

O thou would*st joy to live in such a place I 

Dusk for our loves, yet light enough to grace 

Those gentle limbs on mossy bed reclined : 

For by one step the blue sky shouldst thou find. 

And by another, in deep dell below, 

See, through the trees, a little river go 

All in its mid-day gold and glimmering. 

Honey from out the gnarled hive I'll bring, 

And apples, wan with sweetness, gather thee, — 

Cresses that grow where no man may them see. 

And sorrel untom by the dew-claw'd stag : 

Pipes will I fashion of the syrinx flag. 

That thou mayst always know whither I roam. 

When it shall please tliee in our quiet home 

To Ksten and think of love. StUl let me speak ; 

Still let me dive into the joy 1 seek,— 

For yet tlie past doth prison me. The riil, 

Thou haply mayst delight in, will I fill 

With fairy fishes from the mountain tarn. 

And thou shalt feed (hem fiom the squirrel's barn. 

Its bottom will I strew with amber shells. 

And pebbles blue from deep enchanted wells. 

Its sides I'll plant with dew-sweet eglantine, 
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And honeysuoklus full of clear bee-wine. 

I will entice lliis crystal rill to trace 

Love's silver name upon tbe meadow's face, 

I'll kneel to Veala, for a liauie of fire ; 

And to god Phoibiis, for a golden lyre ; 

To Empress Diau, for a liuiitiug-spear ; 

To Vesper, for a taper alvei^elear, 

That I may see thylieauty through the night; 

To Flora, and a nightingale altall light 

Tame on thy finger ; to the Biver-gods 

And diey shall bring tliee taper fieliing-rods 

Of gold, and lines oi naiads' long bright tress. 

Heaven shield lliee for thine utter loveliness I 

Thy mossy footstool shall the altar bo 

'Fore which 111 bend, bending, dear love, lo thee : 

Those lips shall be my Delphoa, and shall' epeab 

Laws to ray footsteps, colour to my cheek, 

Tremblin" or steadfastness to this same voice. 

And of three sweetest pleasurings the choice : 

And tliat afli^ctionate light, those diamond tilings. 

Those eyes, those paeons, those supreme ^arl 

springs, 
Shall be my grief, or twinkle me to pleasure. 
Say, is not bliss within our perfect seizure ? 
Oh that I could not doubt ! " 



Thus strove by fancies v; 
His brier'd path to some 
It gave bright gladness tc 
And yet the tears she wept were tears of sorr 
Answering thus, just as the golden morrow 
Boam'd upward from the v^eys of the oast : 
" O that the flutter of his heart had ceased. 
Or ihe sweet name of love had pasi'd away [■ 
Young feathor'd tyrant ! bv a swift decay 
Wilt thou devote this body to the earth : 
And I do thiidi that at my very birth 
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I lisp'd thy blooming titles inwardly ; 

For at. tlio fii«t, firat dawn and thought of thee, 

With uplift hands I blese'd the stars of heaven. 

Art tliou not cruel ? ever have I striven 

To think thee kind, but uh, it will uot do 1 

Whon yet a uhild, I heard that kisses drew 

Favour from thee, and so I kisses gave 

To the void air, bidding (hem find out love : 

But when I came to feel how far above 

AH fancy, pride, and litkle mtudenhood. 

All earthly pleasure, all iiu^ined good, 

Was the warm tremble of a devout kiss, — 

Even then that moment, at the thought of this. 

Fainting I fell into abed of flowers. 

And languish'd there three days. Te milder 

powers, 
Ana I not cruelly wliwg'd ? Believe, believe 
Me, dear Endymion, were I ta weave 
With my own fancies gailands of sweat life. 
Thou snould'sC be one of all. Ah, bitter strife ! 
I may not be thy love: I am forbidden — 
Indeed I am — ■ thwarted, affrighted, chidden, 
By things I treuibted at, and gorgon wrath. 
Twice hast thou ask'd whither I went : henceforth 
Ask me no more 1 I may not utter it, 
Nor may I be thy love. We might commit 
Ourselves at once to vengeance ; wo might die ; 
We might embrace and die ; voluptuous thought I 
Enlarge not to my hunger, or I'm caught 
In trammels of perverse deliciousneas. 
Ho, no, that shall not be: thee will I bless, 
And bid a long adieu." 

The Cariaii 
Mo word retorn'd : both lovelorn, silent, wan, 
Into the valleys green together went. 
Far wandering, the^ were perforce content 
To sit beneath a fair lone heechen tree ; 
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Nor Bt each other gazed, but heavily 
Pored on its hazel cirque of shedUed leaves. 

Endyralon ! unhappy I it nigh grieves 
Me to behold thee thus in last extreme : 
Enakied ere this, but truly that I deem 
T?riith the best muac in a first-born song. 
Thy lutc-voice'd brother will I aing ere long, 
And thon ehalt aid — hast thoa not aided me ? 
Yes, moonlight Emperor! felicity 
Has been thy meed for many thousand yeara; 
Yet often have I, on the brink of tears, 
Mourn'd as if yet thou wert a forester; — 
Forgetting the old tale. 

He did not stir 
His eyes from the dead leaves, or one small pulse 
Of joy he might have felt. The spirit culls 
Unfaded anaaranth, when wild it strays 
Through the old garden-ground of boyish days. 
A little onward ran the very stream 
By which he took his first aoft poppy dream; 
And on the very bark 'gainst which he leant 
A creseent he had carved, and round it spent 
Ilia akill in little stars. The teeming tree 
Had swoll'n and green'd the pious charaetery. 
But not ta'en out. Why, there was not a slope 
TJp which he had not.fear'd the antelope ; 
And not a tree, beneath whose rooty shade 
Hi! hiid not with his tamed leopards play'd; 
Nor could an ai'row lij;hl, or javelin, 
Fly in the air vfhere his had never been — 
And yet he knew it not. 

O treachery ! 
Why doea his lady smile, pleasing her eye 
With all his sorroivinjr ? He sees her not. 
But who so stares on him ? His sister sure ! 
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Peona of tte woods 1 — Cau alia eudure ? — 
Impossible — how dearly they embrace ! 
TT'" lady smiles ; delight is iu her face ; 
It b no treaohery. 

"Dear brother mine! 
JJiidyraion, weep not so I Why sliould'st thou pine 
When all great Latmos so exalt will be ? 
Thank the great gods, and look not bitterly; 
And speak not one pale woi-d, and sigh no more. 
Sure J will not believe thou hast such store 
Of grief, to last thoe to my kiss again. 
Thou surely canst not bear a mind in pain, 
Come hand in band with one so beautiful. 
Be happy both of you ! for I will pull 
The flowers of autumn for your coronals. 
Pan's holy priest for youns Endjnmion calls ; 
And when be is restored, thou, Jairest dame, 
Shalt be our queen. Now, ia it not a shame 
To see ye thus, — not very, very sad ? 
I^orhaps ye are too happy to be glad ; 
() ftjel as if it were a common day ; 
Pree-voiced as ono who never was away. 
No tongue shall ask, whence come ye ? but ye 

shall 
Be gods of your own rest imperial. 
Not even I, for one whgle month will pry 
Into the hours that have pass'd us by. 
Since in my arbour I did dn<> to thee. 
HermesI on this very night will be 
S. hymning up to Cynthia, queen of light; 
For the soothsayers old saw yesternight 
(Jood visions in the air, — whence will befell, 
As say these eages, health perpetual 
To shepherds and their flocks ; and furthermore. 
In Dian'a face they read the gentle lore : 
Therefore for her these vesper-carols are. 
Our friends will all be there fioui nigh and far. 
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Many upon thy deatli have ditties made ; 
And many, uvea now, their foreheads shade 
With oj'prusa, on a day of sacrifice. 
Now singing for our maids slialt thou devise, 
And pluck the sotrow fi-oin our huntamen's brows, 
Tell me, my lady-queen, how to espouse 
Thia waywanl brother to his rightful joys 1 
His eyes are on thee bent, as thou didst poise 
His fate most goddess-like. Help me, 1 pray, 
To lure — Endymion, dear brother, say 
What ails thee I " He could buar no more, and so 
Bent his soul fiercely like a spiritual bow. 
And twang'd it inwardly, and calmly said : 
" I would have thee my only friend, sweet maid I 
My only visitor ! not ignorant though. 
That those deceptions which for pleasure go 
'Mong men, are pleasures real as real may be ; 
But tbere are higher ones I may not see. 
If impiously an earthly realm I take- 
Since I saw thee, I have been wide awake 
Night after niglit, and day by day, until 
Of the empyrean I have drunk my fill. 
L«t it content tbee. Sister, seeing me 
More happy than betides mortality. 
A hermit younfr. 111 live in mossy cave. 
Where thou alone shalt come to me, and lave 
Thy spirit in the wonders I shall (ell. 
Tlicough me the shepherd realm sliall prosper well ; 
For to thy tongue will I all health confide. 
And for my sale, let this young maid abide 
Witb thee as a dear sister. Thou alone, 
Peona, mayst return to me. I own 
This may sound strangely : but when, dearest prl, 
Tliou seest it for my happiness, no pearl 
Will trespass down tbosfs cheeks: Companion fair ! 
Wilt be co[i!erit lo dwell witb her, to share 
This sister's love with nic ? " Like one resign'd 
And bent by circumstances, and thereby blind 
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" Ay, but a buzzing by my ears has flown, 

Of luMlee to Dian : — truth I heard I 

Wull then, I see there is no little bird. 

Tender soever, but is Jove's own care. 

Long have I sought for rest, and unaware. 

Behold I find iti'soeTcalCed too! 

So after iny own heart 1 I knew, I knew 

There was a place untenanted in it ; 

In that same void while Chastity shall sit, 

And monitor me nightly to lonu slumber. 

With sanest iips I vow me to the number 

Of Dian's sisterhood ; and kind lady. 

With thy good help, this very night shall see 

My future days to her fane eonsecrato." 

As feels a dreamer what doth most create 
His own particular fright, so these three felt; 
Or like one who, ia after ^es, kneit 
To Lucifer or Baal, when he'd pine 
After a little sleep: or when in mine 
Far under-"rouna, a sleeper meets his friends 
Who bnowTiim not. Each diligently bends 
Towards common thoughts and things for very 

Striving their ghastly malady to cheer, 
By thinki:^ it a thing of yes and no, 
Iliat housewives talk of. But the spirit-biow 
Was struck, and all were dreamers. At the last 
I!ndymion said: "Are not our fates all cast? 
Why stand we here ? Adieu, ye tender paii' ! 
Adieu !" Whereat those maidens, with wild stare, 
Walk'd dizzily away. P»ned and hot 
His eyes went after them, until they got 
Near to a cypress grove, whose deadly maw. 
In one swift moment, would what then he saw 
Engulf for ever. " Stay," he cried, " ah, stay I 
Turn damsels I hist ! one word I have to say : 
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Sweet Inilian, I would see tliee onee Main. 

It is a thing I dote on : so I'd fain, 

Peona, ye should hand in band repair. 

Into tlioae holy groves that silent are 

Behind great Dian's temple. I'll he yon, 

At Vesper's earliest twinkle — they are gone — 

Bat once, once, once again — " At this he prest 

His hands (^Mnat his face, and then did rest 

His head upon a mossy hillock green 

And 60 remain'd as ho a corpse had been 

All the long day ; save when he scantly lifted 

His eyes abroad, to sea how shadows shifted 

With the slow move oT time, — sluggish and weary 

Until the poplar tops, in journey dreary. 

Had reach'd the river's brim. Then up he rose, 

And. slowly as that very river flows, 

Walk'd towards the tomple-grove with this lament : 

" Why such a golden eve ? Tlie breeze is sent 

Careful and soft, that not a leaf may fall 

Before the serene father of them all 

Bows down his summer head below the west. 

Now am I of breath, speech, and speed possest, 

But at the setting I mnst Wd adiea 

To her for the last time. Night will strew 

On the damp grass myriads of lingering leaves, 

And with them shall I die ; nor muyh it brieves 

To die, when, summer dies on the cold award. 

Why, I have been a butterfly, a lord 

Of flowers, garlands, love-knots, silly (wsies. 

Groves, meadows, melodies, and arbour-roses; 

My kingdom's at its death, and just it is 

That I should die with it : so in all this 

We miscall grief, bale, sorrow, heart-break, woe, 

What is there to plain of? By Titan's foe 

I am but rightly served." So saj'ing. he 

Tripp'd lightly on, in sort of deathfui glee ; 

Laughing at the clear stream and setting sun. 

As though they jests had been : nor had'he done 
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His laugh at nature's holy coantenance, 

TJntil that grove appealed, as if peruhance, 

AdiI then his tongue with sober seeiulihei) 

Gave utterance as he enter'J ; " Ha ! " he said, 

" King of the butterflies ; but by this gloom, 

And ay old Rliadamanthus' tongue of doom, 

This dusk religion, pomp of solitude, 

And the Promethean clay by thief endued, 

By old Satornus' forelock, by his head 

Shook with eternal palsy, I did wed 

Myself to things of light from infaney ; 

And thus to be cast out, thus lorn to die, 

Is sure enough to make a mortal man 

Grow impious." So he inwardly began 

On things for which no wording can oe found ; 

Deeper and deeper sinking, until drown'd 

Bej^nd the roach of music : for the choir 

Of Cynthia he heard not, though rou^h brier 

Nor muffling thicket interposed to dull 

The Yesper hymn, far swollen, soil and full, 

Through the dark pillars of those sylvan aisles. 

He saw not the two maidens, nor their smiles, 

Wan as primroses gather'd at midnight 

By chilly-flngor'd spring. Unhappy wight I 

" Endyniion T" said Peona, " we are hern ! 

What ■yrouldst thou ere we all are laid on trier ? " 

Then lie embraced her, and his lady's hand 

Press'd, saying ; " Sister, I would have command. 

If it were heaven's will, on our sad fate." 

At which that dark-eyed stranger stood elate 

And said, in a new voice, but sweet as love. 

To Endymion's amaze : " By Cupid's dove, 

And so thou shalt ! and by the lily truth 

Of my own breast thou shalt, beloved youth I " 

And as she spake, into her face there came 

Light, as reflected from a silver llame ; 

Her long blat;k hair sweli'd ampler, in display 

Full golden ; in her eyes a brig&t«r day 
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Dawn'd blue, anil i'oli of love. Aye, lie beheld 
Plicebe, Ilia passion ! joyous she upheld 
Hep lucid bow, oontinuina thos ; " Drear, drear 
Has our delaying been ; out foolish fear 
Withheld me first ; and then deoreea of fate ; 
And then 'twas fit that from this mortal state 
Thou ghouldst, mj love, by some uiilook'd-for 

chanM 
Re spiritualized. Peona, we shall range 
These forests, and to thee they safe sliall be 
As was thy cradle ; hither shalt thou tlee 
To meet us many a time." Next Cynthia bright 
Peoua kiss'd, and ble^'d with fair |;ood nigbt : 
Her brother kiss'd her too, and knelt adown 
Before his goddess, in a bhssful swoon. 
She gave her fair hands to him, and behold. 
Before throe svriftest kisses he had told. 
They vanished far away I ~ Peona went 
Home through the gloomy wood in wonderment. 
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PART I. 

UPON a time, befons the faerj- broods 
Drove Nymph and Satyr from the prosperous 
woods, 
Before King Obcron's bright diadem, 
Sceptre, and mantle, clasp'd with dewy gem, 
Frighted away the Dryails and the Faans 
From rushes green, and brakes, and cowalipp'd 

The ever-smitten Hermes empty left 

His golden throne, beat warm on amorous theft : 

From high Olympus had he stolen light, 

On this side of Jove's clouds, to eseape the sight 

Of his great summoner, and made retreat 

Into a forest on the shores of Crete. 

For somewhere in that sacred island dwelt 

A nymph, to whom all hoofed Satyrs knelt ; 

At whose white feet the languid Tritons ponr'd 

Pearls, while on land they wither'd and adored. 

Fast by the springs where she to bathe was wont. 

And in those meads' where sometimes she might 

haunt, 
AVere strewn rich gifts, unknown to any Muse, 
Though Fancy's easket were unlock'd to choose. 
Ah, whM a world of love was at her feot I 
So Hermea thought, and a celestial heat 
Burn'd from his winged heels to either ear. 
That from a whiteness, as the lily clear, 
Blush'd into roses 'raid his golden hair, 
Fallen in jealous curls about his shoulders bare. 
From vale to vale, from wood to wood, be flew. 
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Breathing upon tbe flowers his passion new, 
And wouni! with many a river (o its head, 
To find where this sweet nymph prepared lier 

secret bed ; 
In vMn ;■ the sweet nymph might nowhere 1)0 found, 
And so he rested, on the lonely gi'ound, 
Pensive, and full of painful jealooaes 
Of the Wood-Cods, and even the veiy trees. 
There as he stood, he heai'd a mournlul voiee, 
Suuh as once heard, in gentle heart, destroys 
All pain but pity : thus the lone voice spake : 
" when from this wreathed tomb shall I awake t 
When move in a sweet body fit for life. 
And lovC) and pleasure, and the ruddy strife 
Of hearts and lips I Ah, miserable me ! " 
The God, dove-footed, glided silently 
Bound bush and tree, sol^-brushing, in his speed. 
The taller grasses and full-flowering weed, 
Until he found a palpitating snake. 
Bright, and cirque-couch ant in a dusky brake. 

She was a gordian shape of dazzling hue. 
Vermilion-spotted, golden, green, and blue ; 
Striped like a zebra, freckled like a pard, 
Eyed like a peacock, and all ci'imson barr'd ; 
And full of silver moons, that, as she breathed. 
Dissolved, or brighter shone, or interwreathed 
Their lustres with the gloomier tapestries — 
So rainbow-sided, toucn'd with miseries, 
She seem'd at once, some penanced lady elf. 
Some demon's mistress, or the demon's self. 
Upon her crest she wore a wannish fire 
Sprinkled with stars, like Ariadne's tiar : 
Her head was serpent, but ah, bittei'-sweet I 
She had a woman's mouth with all its pearls com- 

And for her eyes — what could sucli eyes do there 
But weep, and weep, that tliuy were hoi'n so fair ? 
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As Proserpine still weeps for her Sicilian air. 
Her throat was serpent, but tlie words she spake 
Came, as through bubbling honey, for Love a sake, 
And tiius i while Hermes on his pinions lay, 
Like a stoop'd falcon ore he takes his prey ; 

" Fair HBniifts ! erown'd with feathers, fluttering 
liglit, 
I had a splendid-dream of thee last night : 
I saw thee sitting, on a throne of gold, 
Among the Gods, upon Olympus old, 
The only sad one ; for thou didst not hear 
The soft, lute-flnger'il Muses ehanting clear, 
Mor even Apollo when he sang alone. 
Deaf to his throbbing throat's long, long melodious 

I dreamt 1 saw thee, robed io purple flakes, 
Break amorous through the clouds, as morning 

breaks. 
And, swiftly as a bright Ptreebean dart, 
Strike for the Cretan isle ; and here thou art I 
Too gentle Hermes, hast thou found the maid?" 
Whereat the star of Lethe not delay*d 
His rosy eloquence, and thus inquired : 
" Thou smooth-Iipp'd serpent, surely hiwh-inspired ! 
Thou beauteous wreath, with melancholy eyes, 
Possess whaitever bliss thou canst devise, 
Telling me only where my nymph is fled, — 
Where she doth breathe ! " " Bright planfit, thou 

hast said," 
Eeturu'd the snake, " but seal with oaths, fair God ! " 
" I swear," said Hermes, " by my serpent rod, 
And by thine eyes, and by tliy starry crown ! " 
Light flew his earnest wcnls, among the bloasoma 

blown. 
Then thus ^[Mn the brilliance feminine : 
" Too fraii of heart ! for this lost nymph of thine. 
Free as the air, invisibly, she strays 
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AbouC ttiese thornless wilds ; her pleasant daya 

She tastes unseen ; unseen her nimble feet 

Leave traces in the grass and flowers sweet : 

From weary tendrils, and bow'd branuhea greeu, 

Sbe plucks the fruit unseen, she bathes unseen : 

And by mj power is her beauty veil'd 

To keep it nnaffronted, unassail'd 

By the love-glanues of unlovely eyes, 

Of SatjTs, Fauns, and bluar'd i^lenus' sighs. 

Pale grew her immortality, for woe 

Of all these lovera, anil aho grieved so 

I took eompassion on her, bade her steep 

Her hair m weird sypops, that would keep 

Her loveliness invisible, yet free 

To wander as she loves, \a hberty. 

Thou slialt buliold her, Hermus, thou alone. 

If thou wilt, as thou swearest, grant my boon I " 

nien, once again, the charmed God began 

An oath, and through the serpent's ears it ran 

Warm, tremulous, devout, psatt^rian. 

Bavisli'd she lifted her Circean liead, 

Blush'd a live damask, and swift-lisping said, 

A woman's shape, and eharming as before. 
I love a youth of Corinth— O ihe blissl 
Give mu my woman's form, and place me where he is. 
Stoop, Hermes, let me breathe upon thy brow. 
And thou shalt see Ihy sweet nymph even now." 
The God on half-shut feathers sank serene. 
She breathed upon his eyes, and swift was seen 
Of both the guarded nymph near-smiling on the 

It was DO dream ; or say a dream it was. 

Real are the dreams of Gods, and smoothly pass 

Theii- i)luasure3 in a long unmortal dream. 

One warm, flush'd moment, hovering, it might seem 

Dash'd by the wood-nymph's beauty, so he bum'd ; 

Then, lighting on the printless verdure, turn'd 
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To the swoou'il scrpeat, and with languid ann, 

Delicate, put to proof tha lithe Caducean charm. 

So done, upon the nymph hia eyes he bent 

Full of adoring tears and bland isltment, 

And towards hmv step! : sho, like a moon in wane. 

Faded before him, cowerM, nor could restrain 

Her fearful sobs, self-folding like a flower 

That laints into itself at evenin<; hour ; 

But the God foaterinc her uhilled hand, 

She felt the warmth, tier eyelids open'cl bland. 

And, like new flowers at morning song of bees, 

Bloom'cl, and gave up her honey to the lees. 

Into the green-recessed woods they flew ; 

Sor grew they pale, aa mortal lovers do. 

Left to herself, the serpent now began 
To ehange; her elOn blood in madness ran, 
Her mouth foam'd, and the grass, therewith besprent, 
WitheT*d at dew so sweet and virulent ; 
Her eyes in torture fix'd, and anguish drear, 
Hot, glazed, and wide, with lid-lashes all scar, 
riashd phosphor and sharp sparks, without one 

cooling tear. 
Tlie colours all inflamed throughout her train, 
She writhed about, convulsed with si'arlet pain : 
A deep voluanian yellow took the place 
Of all her milder-mooned body's grace ; 
And, as the lava ravishes the mead. 
Spoilt all her silver mail, and golden brcdo ; 
Made gloom of all her frecklings, streaks and bars. 
Eclipsed her crescents, and lick'd up her stars : 
So (bat, ill moments few, she was undrest 
Of all her sapphires, greens, and amethyst. 
And rubious-ai^enC : of all these hereto 
Nothing but pain and ugliness were left. 
Still shone her crown; that vanisii'd, also she 
Melted and ilisappeai'd as suddenly ; 
And in the air, her new voice luting soft. 
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CrJeil, " Lyciiig ! gentle Lytins ! " — borne aloft 
With the bright mists about ihe mountains hoar 
These words' diaaolved; Crete's forests heard n 



Whither fled Lamia, now a lady bright, 
A full-bom beauty new and exquiatef 
She fled into that valley they pass o'er 
Who go to Corinth from Cenohreas' shore; 
And rested at the foot of those wild hills, 
The rugged founts of the Persean rills, 
And ofthat other ridge whose barren baiik 
Stretches, with all its mist and cloudy rack, 
South-westward to Cleone. There she stood 
About a young bird's flutter from a. wood, 
Fair, on a slopiug green of mossy tread. 
By a clear pool, wherein ahe passioned. 
To see herself escaped from so sore ills, 
While her robes flaunted with the daflbdils. 

Ab, happy Lycius I — for she was a maid 
More beautiful than ever twisted braid, 
Or sigh'd, or blusWd, or on spring-flower'd lea 
Spread a green kirtle lo the minstrelsy ; 
A virgin purest lipp'd, yet in the lore 
Of love deep learned to the red heart's core; 
Not one liour old, yet of sciential brun 
To unperplex bliss from its neighbour pain ; 
Define their pettish limits, and estrange 
Their points of contact, and swifi couuterchango ; 
Intrigue with the specious chaos, and dispart 
Its most ambiguous atoms with sure art; 
As though in Cupid's coDcge she had spent 
Sweet days a lovely graduate, still unshent, 
And kept his rosy terms in idle languiahment. 

Why this fair creature chose so fairily 
By the wayside to linger, we shall see ; 
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But first 'tis fit to tell how sUe could muse 

And dream, when in the serpent prison-house, 

Of all she list, strange or magnificent: 

How, ever, where she will'd, her spirit went ; 

Whether to faint Elysinm, or where 

Down throujili tress-lifting waves the Nereids feir 

Wind into Thetis' bower by many a pearly stair ; 

Or where God Bacchus drains his cups divine, 

Streteh'd out, at ease, beneath a glutinous pine ; 

Or where in Pluto's gardens palatine 

Muleiber's columns gleam in far piazzian line. 

And sometjiues into cities she would send 

Her dreani, with feast and riotinj; to blend ; 

And once, while amonji mortals dreaming thus, 

She saw the young Corinthian Lycius 

Charioting foremMt in the envious race, 

Like a yonng Jove with calm une^r face. 

And feU into a swooning love of him. 

Now on the moth-time of that evening dim 

He would return that way, as well she knew, 

To Corinth from the shore ; for freshly blew 

The eastern soft wind, and his galley now 

Grated the quaynstunos with her brazen prow 

In port Cenchreas, from Egina isle 

Fresh anchor'd ; whither he had been awhile 

To sacrifice to Jove, whose temple there 

Waits with high marble doors fi)r blood and in- 

Jove heard his vows, and belter'd his desire ; 
For by some freakful chance he made retire 
From his companions, and set Ibrth to walk. 
Perhaps grown wearied of their Corinth talk ; 
Over the solitary hills he fared, 
Thoughtless, at first, but ere eve's star appeai'd 
His phantasy was lost, where reason fades. 
In the calm'd twilight of Platonic shades. 
Lamia beheld hira coming, near, more near — 
Close to her passing, in indifferenc« drear, 
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His silent sandnis swept the moaay gremi ; 

So ceigbbourM to him, and yet so anseen 

She stood: be pass'd, shut up in m^'sterjes, 

His mind nrapp'd like his mantle, while her eyes 

Follow'd his steps, and her neck ri^al white 

Tum'd — eyllabling thus, " Ah, Lyeius bright I 

And will you leave me on the hills alone ? 

Lycius, look back ! and be some pity shown." 

He did ; not with eold wonder ftaringly, 

But Orpheus-libe at an Eurydice ; 

For so delicious were the words she sung, 

It seem'd he had loved them a whole summer long: 

And Boon his eyes had drunk her beauty up, 

Leaving no drop in the bewildering cup, 

And still the cup was full, — while he, afraid 

Lest she should vanish ere his lips had piud 

Due adoration, thus began to adore ; 

Her soft look growing coy, she saw his chain so 

" Leave thee alone ! Look back 1 Ah, Goddess, see 

Whether my eyes can ever turn from thee ! 

For pity do not this sad heart belie — 

Even as thoa vanishest so I shall die. 

Stay! though a Naiad of the rivers, stay ! 

To thy far wishes will thy streams obey : 

Staj' f though the greenest woods be thy domain, 

Alone they can drink up the morning rain ; 

Though a descended Pleiad, will not one 

Of thine harmonious sisters keep in tune 

Thy spheres, and as thy silver proxy shine ? 

So sweetly to these ravish'd ears of mine 

Came thy sweet greeting, that if thou shouldst 

Thy memory will waste me to a shade : — 
For pity do not melt!" — "If I should slay," 
Said Lamia, "here, upon this lloor of clay, 
And pain my steps upon these flowers too rough, 
What caust then say or do of charm enough 
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To (lull the nice remembraiicu oi' my home ? 

Thoii canst not ask me with thee here to roam 

Over these hills and vales, wliere no joy is, — 

JSiiipty of immortality and bliaa ! 

Thou art a scholar, l^t'uius, and must know 

Tliat finer spirits uatmot breathe below 

In human elimes, and live : Alas ! poor youth, 

What taste of purer air hast thou to soothe 

My essence? What serener palaces, 

Where I may all my many senses please, 

And by mysterious sleights a hundred thirsts ap- 

It cannot be — Adieu ! " So said, she rose 

Tiptoe with white arms spread. He, sick to lose 

The amorous promise of ier bne complain, 

Swoon'd murmurinir of love, and pale with pEun. 

The cruel lady, witliout any show 

Of sorrow for her tender iavouritc's woe, 

But rather, if her eyes could brighter be. 

With brighter eyes and slow amenity, 

Put her new lips to his, and gave afresh 

The life she had so tangled in her mesh : 

And as be from one trance was wakening 

Into another, she began to sing, 

Happy in beauty, life, and love, and everything, 

A song of love, too sweet for earthly lyres. 

While, like held breath, the stars drew in their 

.panting fires. 
And then she whisper'd in such trembling tone, 
As those who, safe tc^ether met alone 
For the first time through many an-ruish'd days. 
Use other speech than looks ; bidding him raise 
His drooping head, and clear his soul of doubt, 
For that she was a woman, and without 
Any more subtle fluid in her veins 
Than throbbing blood, and that the self-same pains 
Inhabited her lj-ail-strun» heart as his. 
And next she wonder'd how hia eyes could miss 
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Her face so long in Corinth, where, she aaid, 
She dwelt but half retired, and there had led 
Days liappy as the sold coin could invent 
Without the aid of love ; yet in uontent 
Till she saw him, as once she pass'd him by, 
Where 'g^nst a columu he leant thoughtfully 
At Venus' temple porch, 'read haakots beap'd 
Of amoroos herbs and flowers, newly reap'd 
Late on that eve, as 'twaa the night before 
The Adouian feast; whereof she saw no more. 
But wept alone those days, for why should she 

adore ? 
Lycius from death awofce into amaze, 
To see her still, and singing so sweet lays ; 
Then from amaze into delight he fell 
To hear her whisper woman's lore bo well ; 
And every word she spake enticed him on 
To unperplex'd delight and pleasure known. 
Let the mad poets say whate'er they please 
Of the swoota of Fairies, Peris, Goddesses, 
There is not such a treat among them all. 
Haunters of cavern, lake, and waterfall. 
As a real woman, lineal indeed 
From Pyrrha'a pebbles or old Adam's seed. 



So threw the goddess off, and won his heart 
More pleasanfly by playing woman's part, 
With no more awe tlian what her beauty gave 
That, while it smote, still guaranteed to save. 
Lyeins to alt made eloquent reply. 
Marrying to every word a twin-bom sigh ; 
And last, pointing to Corinth, ask'd her sweet. 
If 'twas too far Oiat night for her soft feet. 
The way was short, for Lamia's eagerness 
Made, by a spel!, the triple league deerease 
To a few paces ; not at all surmised 
By blinded Lycius, so in her comprised 
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They pass'd the city gates, he knew not how, 
So noiseless, and he never thought to know. 

As men talk in a dream, so Corinth all, 
Throughout her palai^es imperial. 
And an her populous streets and temples lowd, 
Muttet^d, like tempest in the distanve brew'd, 
To the wide-spreaued night above her t«wera. 
Men, women, riuh and poor, in the cool hours, 
Shuffled their sandals o er the pavement ivliite, 
Companion'd or alone ; while many a light 
Flared, here and there, fi'om wealthy festivals. 
And threw their movin« shadows on the walls. 
Or found them clustei'd in the corniced shade 
Of some arch'd temple door, or dusky eolonnade. 

Muffiing his face, of greeting frienda in fear. 
Her fingers ho presa'd hard, as one came near 
With curl'd gray beard, sharp eyes, and smooth 

bald crown, 
Slow-stepp'd, and robed in philtJsophie gown: 
Lyoius shrank closer, as they met and past, 
Into his mantle, adding wiii^ to haste. 
While hurried Lamia trembled: "Ah," s^d he, 
" Why do you shudder, love, so ruefully ? 
Why does yonr tender palm dissolve in dew ?" — 
"I'm wearied," s<ud fair Lamia: "tell mo who 
Is that old man ? I cannot bring to mind 
His features : — Lycius ! wherefore did you blind 
Yourself from his quick eyes ? " Lyeina replied, 
" 'Tis Apollonius sage, my tinasty guide 
And goi>d instructor ; but to-night he seems 
The ghost of folly haunting my sweet dreams." 

While yet he spake they liad arrived before 
A pillar'd poreh, with lofty portal door, 
Where liung a silver lanip whwe phosphor glow 
Eeflected in the slabbed steps below. 
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Mild as a star in water ; for so new 

And so unsullied was tlie marble hue, 

So through the crjstaL polish, liquid fine, 

Kan the dark veins, tliat none but feet divine 

Could e'er have IjducIi'iI there. Sounds ^olian 

Bi-eathed from the liiii^es, as tbe ample span 

Of the wide doors dtsuToaed a place unknown 

Some time to any, but those two alone, 

And a few Persian mufcs, who that same year 

Were seen about the markets; none knew wheri; 

they uould inhabit; the most cui^ous 

Were foil'd, who watch'd to trace them to their 

And but tlie flitter-wiuged verse must tell, 
For truth's sake what woe afterwards befell, 
'Twoiild humour many a, heart to leave them thus, 
Shut from tbe busy world of niore incredulous. 



PART II. 

Love in a hut, witJi water and a crust, 

Is — Love, forgive us I — cinders, ashes, dust ; 

Love in a palace is perhaps at last 

More grievous tonnent than a liermit's fast : — 

That is a doubtful tale from faery land, 

Hard for the non-elect to understand. 

Had Lyciue lived to hand his story down. 

He might have g^ven the moral a fresh frown, 

Or elencli'd it quite : but too short was their hViss 

To breed distrust and hate, that make the soft 

Besides, there, nightly, with terrific glare. 
Love, jealous grown of so complete a psur. 
Hovered and buzz'd his wings, with fearful roar. 
Above the linlel of their chamber door, 
And down the passage cast a glow upon the floor. 
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For all this came a ruin : side hy aide 
They were enthroned, in tlie even tide, 
TJpoD a couch, near to a curtaining 
Whose ^ry lextare, from a golden string, 
Floated into the room, and let appear 
Unveil'd the summer heaven, blue and clear, 
Betwixt two marbie shafts; — there they reposed, 
Where use had made it sweet, with eyelids closed, 
Saving a fithe which love still open kept. 
That they might see each other while they almost 

When from the slope side of a suburb liill. 

Deafening the swallow's twitter, came a thrill 

Of trumpets — Lyciua started — the sounds fled, 

But left a thought, a buzzing in his head. 

For the first time, ance first he harbour'd in 

That purple-lined palace of sweet ain. 

His spirit pass'd beyond its golden bourn 

Into the noisy world almost forsworn. 

The lady, ever watchful, penetrant. 

Saw this with pain, so at^uing a want 

Of somethin" more, more than her empery 

Of joys ; and she began to moan and sigh 

Because he mused beyond her, knowing well 

That but a moment's thought is passion's passing 

bell. 
" Why do yoa sigh, iair creature V " whisper'd he ; 
" Why, do you think ? '* retum'd she tenderly ; 
" Ton have deserted me ; where am I now ? 
Not in your heart while care weighs on your brow r 
No, no, you have dismiss'd me ; and I go 
From your breast houseless : ay, it must be so." 
lie answer'd, bending to her open eyes, 
Where he was mirror'd small in paradise, — 
" My silver planet, both of eve and mom ! . 
Why will you plead youi^elf so sad forlorn. 
While I am striving how to fill my heart 
With deeper crimson, and a double smart ? 
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How to entangle, trammel up and snare 
Tour soul in mine, and labyrinth you there, 
Like the hid scent in an uubudded rose ? 
Ay, a sweet kias — you see your niightj? woes. 
My thoughts I shall I unveil tbem ? Listen then ! 
What mortal hath a prize, that otlier men 
May be confounded and ahash'd wilhal. 
But lets it sometimes pace abroad majostical, 
And triumph, as in tbeel should rejoice 
Amid the hoarse alarm of Coriuth'n voice- 
Let ray foes choke, and my friends shout afar. 
While through the thronged streets your bridal ear 
Wheels round its dazaling spokes." — The lady's 

cheek 
Trerabled ; she nothing said, but, pale and meek. 
Arose and knelt before him, wept a rain 
Of sorrows at his irords; at last with pain 
Beseeching him, the while his liand she irrung. 
To change his purpose. He thei^at was stung, 
Perverse, with stronger fanuy to reclwin 
Her wild and (inrid nature to his aim ; 
Besides, for all his love, in self despite, 
Against bis better self, he took del^ht 
Luxurious in her sorrows, sofl and new. 
His passion, cruel grown, took on ;i hue 
Fierce and sanguineous as 'twas possible 
In one whose brow had no dark veins to swell. 
Fine was the mitigated fury, like 
Apollo's presence when in act to strike 
The serpent — Ha ! the serpent ! certes, she 
Was none. She burnt, she loved the tyranny. 
And, all subdued, consented to the botir 
When to the bridal bo should lead his paramour. 
Whispering in midnight silence, said the youth, 
" Sure some sweet name thou bast, though, by my 

truth, 
I have not ask'd it, ever thiniing thee 
■Wot mortal, but of heavenly progeny. 
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As still I do. Ilast any mortal name, 
Fit appellation for this dazzling frame 7 
Or friends or kinsfolk on the uitiud earth, 
To share our marriage feast and nuptial mirth '. 
" I have no ftiends," said Lainia, " no, not onu : 
My presence in ivide Corinth haidlj- known : 
My parents' bonus are in thoir dusty urns 
Sepulchred, where no kindled incense burns, 
Seefng all their luckless race are dead, save mc 
And I neglect the holy rite for thee. 






ir many guesta ; 



But if, as now it seems, your v. 

With any pleasure on me, do not bid 

Old Apollonius — from him keep me hid." 

Lycins, perplex'd at woi-ds so blind and blank, 

Made close inquiry; from whose touch slie slirank. 

Feigning a sleep ; anil ho to the dull shade 

Of deep sleep in a moment was betray'd. 

It was the custom then to bring away 
The bride from home at blushing sliut of day, 
Teil'il, in a chariot, heralded along 
By strewn flowers, torches, and a marriage song. 
With other jiageantB : but this fair unknown 
Had not a friend. So being left alone, 
(Lycius was gone to summon all his kin,) 
And knowing Surely she could never win 
His foolish heart from its mad pompousness. 
She set herself; high-thonglited, how to dress 
The misery in fit magniflcenee. 
Sbe did 50, but 'tis doubtful how and whence 
Came, and who were her subtle servitors. 
About the halls, and to and from the doors, 
There was a noise of wings, till in shoi-t space 
The glowing banquet-room shone with wide-arohed 

grace. 
A haunting music, sole perhaps and lone 
Supportress of the faery-roof, made moan 
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Throughout, as fearful the whole charm might fiidc. 
Fresh ear veil cedar, mimicking a glade 
or palm and plantain, met from either side, 
High in the midst, in honour of the bride : 
Two palms and then two plantains, and so on, 
From either side theii' sterna branch'd one to one 
All down the aisled place ; and beneath all 
There ran a stream of lamps straight on from wall 

to wall. 
So canopieil, lay an iintast«d feast 
Teeming with odours. Lamia, regal drest, 
Silently paced about, and aa she went. 
In paie contented sort of discontent, 
Mission'd her viewless servants to enrich 
The fretted splendour of each nook and niche. 
Betiveen the tree-stems marbled plain at first. 
Came jasper panels ; then, anon, there burst 
Forth creeping imi^ery of slighter trees. 
And with the larger wove in small intricacies. 
Approving all, slio faded at self-will, 
And shut the chamber up, close, hush'd and still. 
Complete and ready for the revels rude, 
When dreadful guests would come to spoil lier sol'i- 

The liay appearVl, and all the jrossip rout. 
O senseless Lycius I Madman I wherefore flout 
The silent-blessing fate, warm cloisterM houra, 
And show to common eyes these secret bowera ? 
The herd approach'd; each gaest, with busy bi'ain. 
Arriving at the portal, gaJied amain, 
And enter'd marvelling : for they knew the street, 
Remember'd it from childhood all complete 
Withotit a gap, yet ne'er before had seen 
That royal porch, that high-built fair demesne : 
So in they hurried all, mazed, cnrious and keen : 
Save one, who look'd thereon with eye severe. 
And with calm-planted steps walk'd in austere ; 
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'Twas Apollonius: sometliing too he lauirh'd. 
As thoujrh some knotty npoblein, that had daft 
His patiiint thouglit, hati now bupun to thaw, 
And solve and meh: — 'twas just as lie foresaw. 

He met within the murmurous vestibule 
His younn disciple. " 'lis no common rule, 
I.yt-ius," said he, " for uninvited guest 
To force himself upon joo, and uifest 
With an unbidden presence the bright throng 
Of younger friends ; yet must I do this wrong. 
Ami yoii forgive me." Lycius blnsh'd and led 
The old man through the inner doors broad-spread ; 
With reconciling words and courteous mien 
Turning into sweet milk the sopliist's spleen. 

Of wealthy lustre was the banquet-room, 
FllI'd with pervading brilliance and perfume : 
Before each lucid panel fhming stood 
A censer fed with mjTrh and spiced wood, 
Kach by a sacred tnpod held aloft. 
Whose slender feet wide-aworved upon the soft 
Wool-woofed carpets : fifiy wreaths of smoke 
From fifty cenaars their light voy^e took 
To the high roof, still mimick'd as Ihey rose 
Along the mirror'd walls by twin-clouds odorous. 
Twelve sphered tables by silk seats insphered. 
High as the level of a man's breast rear'd 
On libbard's paws, upheld the heavy gold 
Of ciqis and goblets, and the store thrice told 
Of Ceres' horn, and, in huge vessels, wine 
Came from the gloomy tun with merry shine- 
Thus loaded wiUi a feast (he tables stood, 
Each shrining in the midst the image of a God- 
When in an antechamber every guest 
Had felt the ooid full sponge to pleasure press'd. 
By ministering slaves, upon his hands and leet, 
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And frajjrant oils with ceremony meet 
Poui^d on his hair, ihey all moved to the feast 
In white robea, and themselves in order plaijed 
Around the silken eouches, wondering 
Whenue all this mighty cost and Haze of weallli 
could spring. 

Soft went the music the soft air along, 
While fluent Greek a vowel'd under-song 
Kept up among the guests, discoursing low 
At first, for scarcely was tlie wine at flow ; 
But when the happy vintage toueh'd their brains, 
Louder they talk, and louder come the str^ns 
Of powerful instruments ; — the goi^ous dyes, 
The apace, the splendour of the draperies, 
The roof of awlul richness, nectarous cheer. 
Beautiful slaves, and Lamia's self, appear, 
Bow, when the wino has done its rosy deed, 
And every eoul from ha man trammels freed, 
No more so strange ; for merry wine, sweet wine. 
Wilt mafca Elysian shades not too fair, too divine. 
Soon was God Bacchus at meridian height; 
Flush'd were their cheeks, and bright eyes double 

Garlands of erei^ green, and every scent 
From vales deflower'd, or forest-trees branch-rent. 
In baskets of .bright osier'd gold were brought 
High as the handles heap'd, to suit the thought 
Of every guest ; tliat each, as he did please. 
Might fancy-fit his brows, silk-pillow'd at hia ease. 

What wreath for Lamia ? What for Lycius ? 
What for the ajige, old Apolloniua ? 
Upon her aching forehead bo there hung 
The leaves of wdlow and of adder's tongue ; 
And for tho youlh, quick, let us strip for hiin 
The thyrsus, that his watchin" eyes may swim 
Into forgetfulness ; and, for the sc^e. 



Ho.i.iit,,CoOQlc 



LAMIA. IS7 

Let spear-grass and the spiteful thistle w^e 
War on his (emplcs. Do not all charms Sy 
At the mere touch of cold philosophy ? 
'J'here was an awful rainbow onfe in heaven: 
We know her woof, bor texture ; she is given 
In the dull vaCalo^e of ooinmon things. 
Philosophy will elip an Angel's wings. 
Conquer all mysteries by rule and line. 
Empty the haunted air, and gnomed mine — 
Unweave a rainbow, as it erewhile made 
The tcnder-person'd Lamia melt into a shade. 

By her glad Lycius sitting, in chief place, 
Scarce saw in all the room another face, 
Till, checking his lovo trance, a cup he took 
Full brimm'd, and opposite sent forth a look 
'Cross thebroad table, to heseeeh a glance 
From his old t«aoher'a wrinkled countenance, 
And pledge him. The bald-head philosopher 
Had Jis'd his eye, without a twinkle or a stir, 
Pull on the alarmed beauty of the bride, 
Brow-beating her fair form, and troubling her sweet 

Lycius then press'd her hand, with devout touch. 

As pale it lay upon the rosy couch : 

'Twas icy, and the cold ran through his veins ; 

Then sudden it grew hot, and all flie pains 

Of an unnatural heat shot to his heart. 

" Lamia, what means this ? Wherefore dost thou 

start? 
Know'at thou that man?" Poor Lamia answer'd 

He gazed into her eyes, and not a jot 
Own'd tliey the lovelorn piteous appeal : 
More, more he gazed : his human souses reel: 
Some hungry spell that loveliness absorbs; 
There was no recognition in those orbs. 
" Lamia ! " he cried — and no soft-toned reply. 
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The many lieaitl, and tlie lou<i revelry 

Grew Lush : the stately musie no more breathes ; 

Tlie myrtle sicben'U in a thoasand wreathe. 

By faint degrees, voice, lute, an<l pleasure ceased ; 

A deadly Bilence step by step increased, 

Until it seeui'd a horrid pn^seiite there, 

Aad not a man but felt the terror in bis hair. 

" Lamia ! " he sEiriekM ; and nothing but tlie sliriek 

With its sad echo did the silence break. 

•' Begone, tbul dream ! " he cried, gazing a^ain 

In the bride's face, where now no azure vein 

Wander'd on fair-spaced temples ; no soft bloom 

Histed the cheek ; no passion to illume 

The deep-recessed vision: — all mas blight; 

Lamia, no longer fair, there sat a deadly white. 

" Shut, shut those juggling eyes, thou ruthless man ! 

Turn them aade, wretch I or the righteous ban 

Of all the Gods, whose dreadfal imagtis 

Here represent their shadowy presences. 

May pierce them on the sudden with the thorn 

Of painful blindness ; leaving thee forlc»ii. 

In trembling dotage to the feeblest fright 

Of conscience, for their long-olTended might, 

For all thine impioos proud3ieart sophistries, 

Unlawful magic, and entichig lies. 

Corintliians ■' look upon that graj'-beanl wrettsh t 

Mark how, possess'd, his lashless eyelids stretch 

Around his demon eyes I Corinthians, see I 

My sweet bride withers at their potency." 

" Fool ! " said the sophist, in an under-tone 

Gruff with contempt ; which a death-uighing moan 

Fi'om Lycius answer'd, as hoarl^struck and Tost, 

Uu sank supine beside the aching ghost. 

" Fool I Fool I " repeated he, while his eyes sdll 

Belented not, nor moved ; " from every ill 

Of life have I preserved thee to this day, 

And shall I see thee made a serpent's prey ? " 

Then Lamia breathed death-breath ; the sophist's eye. 
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Like a sharp spear, went Ihrough lier utterly, 

Keen, cruel, perceant, stinging : she, as well 

As her weak hand could any meaning tell, 

Motion'd him to lia slient ; vainly so, 

He look'd and look'd again a level — No ! 

" A serpent I " echoed he ; no sooner said. 

Than with a frightful scream she vanislied : 

And Lyeius' arms were empty of delight. 

As were his limba of life, from that same night 

On the high couch he lay ! — his friends cauie 

Supported him — no pulse or broath they found, 
And, in its marriage robe, the heavy body wound.* 
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ISABELLA, OR THE POT OF BASIL ; 

A STOET, FROM BOCCACCIO. 



J7ATR ISABEL, poor simple Isabel ! 
I Lovenzo, a young palmer in Love's eye I 
They could not in tlie self-same man^on dwell 
Witliout some stir of heart, some malady ; 
They could not sit at meala but feel liow well 

It soothed each to be the other by ; 
They could not, sure, beneath the same roof sleep. 
But to cauh other dream, and nightly weep. 



With every morn their love grew tenderer. 
With every eve deeper and tenderer still ; 

He might not in house, field, or garden stir, 
But her full shape would all his seeing fill ; 

And his continual voice was pleasanter 
To her, tlian nmse of trees or hidden rill; 

Her lute-string gave an echo of his name. 

She spoilt her half-done broidery with the sami 



He knew wliose genfle hand was at the latth, 
Before the door had given her to his eyes ; 

And from her chamhet^window he would catch 
Her beauty farther than the falcon spies ; 
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And eonstant as lier vespere would he 

Beoaiiae her face was turn'd to the 

And with sick longing all (he night ou 

To hear her morniiig-atep upon the st 



A whole long month of May in this sad plight 
Made their cheeks paler by the break of June : 

" To-morrow will I bow to my delifiht, 
To-morrow will I ask my lady's boon." — 

" O may I never see another night, 

Lorenzo, if thy lips briiathe not love's tune." — 

Ho spake they to their pillows; but, alas, 

Honeyless days and days did lie let pass ; 



Until sweet Isabella's untouch'd cheek 
Fell dck within the rose's just domain, 

Fell thin as a young mother's, who doth seek 
By every lull to cool her infant's pain ; 

" How ill she is 1 " naid he, " I may not speak, 
And yet 1 will, and tell my love all plain : 

If looks speak love-laws, I will drink her tears, 

And at the least 'twill staille off her cares." 



So said he one fair morning, and all day 
His heart beat awfully a^iunst his side ; 

And to his heart be inwardly did pray 
For power to speak ; but still the ruddy tide 

Stifled his voiee, and pulsed resolve away — 
Fever*!! his high conceit of sui^h a bride. 

Yet brooglit him to the meekness of a ehild : 

Alas I when passion is both meek and wild I 



Ho.i.iit,,CoOQlc 



So once more he had waked and anguished 
A dreary night of love and misery, 

If Isabel's quick eye had not been wed 
To every symbol on his forehead high ; 

She saw il wajtin" very pale and dead, 

And slraiglit all flusU'd ,■ bo, lisped tenderly, 

" Lorenzo ! " — here she ceased her timid quest, 

But in her tone and look he read the rest. 



" O Isabella ! I tan half perceive 

That I may speak my grief into thine ear ; 

If thou didst ever anything believe, 

Believe how I love thee, believe how near 

My soul is to ita doom ; I would not grieve 

Thy hand by unwelcome pressing, would not fear 

Tliine eyes by gazing ; but I cannot live 

Another night, and not my passion shrive. 



" Love ! thou art leading me from wintry cold, 
Lady ! thou leadesl me to summer clime, 

And I must taste the blossoms that unfold 

In its ripo ftarmth this gracious moi'ning time. 

So Siud, his erewhile timid lips grew bold. 
And poesied with hers in dewy rhyme ; 

Great bliss was with them, and great happiness 

Grew, like a, lusty flower in June's caress. 



Farting they seem'd to tread upon the ai 

Twin roses by the zephyr blown apar 

Only to meet again more close, and shai 
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The inward fragrnnce of each other's lieart 
She, to lier uhamber gone, a ditty fair 

Sang, of delicious love and honey'd dart; 
He with Jight at«ps went up a western hili. 
And bade the sun farewell, and joj'd his fill. 



All close thej' met a^aiu, before the diialt 
Had taken from the stars its pleasant veil, 

All close they met, all eves, before the dusk 
Had taken from the stars its pleasant veil, 

Close in a bower of hyacinth and mask, 

Unknown of any, free fram whisporiog tale. 

All .' belter hail it been for ever so, 

Than idle ears should pleasure in their woe. 



Were they unhappy then ? — It cannot be — 
Too many tears for lovers have been shed, 

Too man}- sighs give we to them in fee. 
Too much of pity atlcr tboy are dead, 

Too many doleful stories do we see, 

Whose matter in bright gold were best be read ; 

Except in such a page where Theseus' spouse 

Over the pathless waves towards him bows. 



But, for the general award of love, 

The little sweet doth kilt much bitterness ; 

Though Dido silent is in under-grove. 
Ami Isabella's was a great distress. 

Though young Lorenzo in warm Indian clove 
Was not embalm'd, this truth is not the less — 

Even bees, the little almsLueii of spring-bowers, 

Know there is richest Juice in poison-Howe re. 
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With her two brothers this fair lady dwelt, 
Enriched from ancestral merchandise, 

And for them matij' a nea.ir hand did swelC 
In torched miuea and noisy lautoi'ies, 

And many once proud- quiver*!! loins did melt 
In biood from stinging whip ; with liollon eyes 

Many all day in dazzling river stood, 

To take the rich^red driftin^s of the flood. 



For tliem the Ceylon diver held his breath, 
And went all naked to the hungry shark; 

For them his ears gush'd blood ; for them in ileath 
The seal on the cold ice with piteous bark 

Lay full of darts ; for them alone did seethe 
A thotasand men in troubles wide and dark : 

Half-ignorant, they turn'd an easy wheel, 

That set sharp racks at work, to pinuh and peel- 



Why were they proud ? Because their mai'hie founts 
Gush'd with more pride than do a wretth's tears V 

Why were they proud ? Because fair orangi 
Were of more soft ascent than lazar sta 

Why were they proud ? Because red-lined . . 
Were richer than the songs of Grecian years 

Why were (hey proud ? again we ask aloud, 

Why in the name of Glory were they proud ? 



Set were these Florentines aa self-retired 

In hungry pride and gainful cowardice. 

As two cuise Hebrews in that land inspired. 
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Paled in and vineyardud from beggar-spies ; 
The hawks of ship-mast ibresis — th« unlired 

And patiuier'd mules for ducats and old lies — 
Quick cat's-^aws on the generous stray-away, — 
Great wits in Spanish, Tuscan, and Malay. 



How ivaa it these same ledger-mea could spy 

Fair Isabella in her downy nest 't 
How uould they fijiii out iti Lorenzo's eye 

A straying from his toil 7 Hot Egypt's pest 
Into tbtnr vi^on covetous and sly I 

How could these money-bags see east and west ? 
Yet so they did — -and every dealer lair 
Must see behind, as doth the hunted hare. 



elor[uent and famed Boccaccio ! 

Of Ihee we now should ask forgiving boon. 
And of tiiy spicy myi'tlea as they blow, 

And of thy rosos amorous of the moon. 
And of thy lilies, that do paler grow 

Now they can no more hear thy ghittem's tune, 
For venturing syllables that ill beseem 
The quiet glooms of such a piteous theme. 



Grant thou a pardon here, and then the tale 
Shall move on soberly, as it is meet; 

Thero is no other crime, no mad assail 

To make old prose in modern rhyme more sweet : 

But it is done — succeed the verse or fail- 
To honour thee, and thy gone spirit greet; 

To stead thee as a verse in Englisli tongue, 

An echo of thee in the north-wind sung. 
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These brethren having round by many signs 
What love Lorenzo for their sister had, 

And how she loved liiiii too, eaeh iinconHiies 
Hia bitter thoughts to other, well nigh mad 

That he, the servant of their trade designs, 
Should in their sister's love be bliihe and glaii. 

When 'twas their plan to coax her tiy degrees 

To some high nohlo and his olive-trees. 



And many a jealous conference bad they. 
And many times they bit their lips alone. 

Before thoy fis'd upon a surest way 

To make the youngster for his crime atone ; 

And at the last, these men of cruel clay 
Cut mercy with a, sharp knife to the bone ; 

For tdov i-e= ' ' ' - - - >■ 

To kill torei 



CO, and there bury him. 



So on a pleasant morning, as he leant 
Into the sun-riso, o'er the balustrade 

Of the garden-terrace, towards him they bent 
Their footing through the dews ; and to him s; 

" Tou seem there in the quiet of content, 
Lorenzo, and wo arc most loih to invade 

Calm speculation ; but if you are wise. 

Bestride your steed while cold is in the skies. 
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Come down, we pray thee, ere the hot sun count 

His dewj rosary on the eglantine." 
Lorenzo, courteously as he was wont, 

Bow'd a fair greeting to these aerpenta" whine ; 
And went in haste, to get in readiness, 
With belt, and spur, and bracing huntsman's dress. 



And as he to the court^yard pass'd along, 

Each third step did he pause, and llsten'd ofl 

If he could hear his lady's matin-song, 
Or the light whisper of her footstep soft ; 

And as he thus over his passion hun«, 
He heard a laugh tiill musical aloft; 

\Vhen, looking up, he saw her features bright 

^mile through an iu-door lattice all delight. 



" Love, Isabel ! " said he, " I was in pain 

Lest I should miss to bid thee a good morroi' 

All ! what if I should lose lliee, when so fain 
I am CO stifle all the heavy sorrow 

Of a poor three hours' absence ? but we'll gait 
Out of the amorous dark what day doth hor 

Goodbyel I'll soon be back." — "Good bye!'' 

And as he went she chanted merrily. 



So the two brothers and their murder'd man 

Rode past fair Florence, to where Arno's stream 
Gurgles through straighten'd banks, and still doth 
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The biolhi^i^' faces m the ford did spera, 
Lorenzo's flush with iove. Thoy pass'd the water 
Into a forest quiet for the slaughter. 



There was Lorenzo slain and buried in, 

There in that forest did his great love cease ; 

Ah ! when a soul doth thus its freedom win, 
It aches in loneliness — is ill at pea,ce 

As the break-covert bloodhounds of such sin : 
They dipp'd their swords in the water, and (Jid 

Their horses homeward, with convulsed spur, 
Each richer by his being a murderer. 



They told their sister how, with sudden speed, 
Lorenzo had ta'en ship fov foreign lauds. 

Because of some gi'eat urgency and need 
Jn their affairs, requiring trusty hands. 

Poor girl ! put on thy stiffing widow's weed, 

And 'scape at once from Hope's accursed bands ; 

To-day thou wilt not see him, nor to- 

And the next day will be a day of s( 



She weeps alone for pleasures not to be ; 

Sorely she wept until the nij;ht came on, 
And then, instead of love, O cniseryl 

She brooded o'er the luxury alone : 
His image in the dusk she seem'd to see, 

And to the silence made a gentle moan, 
Spreading her perfect arms upon the air. 
And on her couch low murmuring, "Where? O 
where 'i " 
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But Selfishness, Love's cousia, held not long 
Its fiery vin;it in hur single breast ; 

Slie fretted ior t!ie goliJen hour, and hung 
Upon the dine with feverish unrest — 

Not long ; for soon into her heart a throng 
Of higher occupants, a richer zest, 

Came ttagic ; passion not to be subdued, 

AiMi sorrow for her love in travels rude. 



In the mid days of autumn, on their eves 
The breath of Winter comes from far away. 

And the siefe west continually bereaves 
Of some gold tinge, and plays a roundelay 

Of death amon" the bushes and the leaves. 
To make all bare before he dares to stray 

From his north cavern. So sweet Isabel 

By gradual decay from beauty fell, 



Because Lorenzo came not. Oftentimi'^ 
She ask'd her brothers, with an uyi^ ail pale, 

Striving to be itself, what dungeon climes 
Could keep him off so long ? They spake a taie 

Time after time, to quiet her. Their crimes 

Came on them, like a smoke from Hinnom's vale ; 

AnJ every night in dreams they groan'd aloud. 

To see their sister in her snowy shroud. 



Ho.i.iit,,CoOQlc 



ISABELLA. 



It came like a ficite potion, drunk by chance. 
Which saves a sick man from the feather'd pall 

For BOme few gasping moments ; like a lance. 
Waking an Inifian from his cloudy hall 

With cruel pierce, and bringing him an-aiu 

Kense of the gnawing fire at heart and brain. 



It was a vision. In the drowsy gloom. 
The dull of midnight, at her couch's foot 

Lorenzo stood, and wept: the forest tomb 
Had marr'd his glossy h^r which once 

Lustre into the sun, and put cold doom 
Upon his lips, and taken the soft lute 
From his lorn voice, and past his loamed ean 
Had made a miry channel for his tears. 



Strange sound it was, when the pale shadow spake ; 

For there was striving, in ils piteous tongue, 
To speak as when on earth it was awake, 

And Isabella on its music bun" ; 
Languor there was in it, and tremulous shake. 

As in a palsied Druid's harp unstrung ; 
And thraugh'it moan'd a ghostly under^son"-. 
Like hoarse night^usts sepulchral briars among. 



Its eves, though wild, were still all dewy bright 
With love, and kept all phantom fear aloof 

From the poor girl by magic of their light, 
The while it did unthread the horrid woof 

Of the late darfcen'd time — the murderous spite 
Of pride and avarice — the dark pine roof 
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ISABELLA. 



In (be forest — and the sodiicii turfad dell, 
Wliere, ivitliout any word, from stabs he fell. 



Saying moreover, " Isabel, mj- aweet I 
Red whortleberries droop above my head. 

And a large flint-stone weighs upon my feet; 
Around me beeches and high thestnuts shed 

Their leaves and prickly nuts ; a sheepfold bleat 
Conies from beyond the river to ray bed : 

Go, shed one fear upon my heather-bloom, 

And it Ehall comfort me within the tomb. 



" I am a shadow now, alas ! alas ! 

Upon the skirts of human nature dwelhng 
Alone : I chant alone the holy mass, 

While little sounds of life are round me knell- 

And glossy bees at noon do fieldward pass, 

And many a ehapel bell tlie hour is telling, 
Paining me through : those sounds grow strange to 



And thou art distant in Humanity. 



" I know what was, I feel full well what is. 
And I should raye, if spirits could go mail ; 

Though I forget tlie taste of earthly bliss, 

That paleness warms my grave, as though I 

A seraph chosen from the bright abyss 

To be my spouse: thy paleness makes me glad: 
Thy beauly grows upon me, and I teel 
A greater love through all my essence steal." 
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XLl. 

The Spirit moum'd " Adieu ! " — dissolved and !of 
Tlie atom darkne:i3 in a slow turmoil; 

As when of healthful midniglit sleep bereft, 
Thinking on rugged hours and fruitless toil, 

We put our eyes info a pillowy cleft, 

And see tlie spangly gloom froth up and boil : 

It made sad Isaoella^ eyelids ache, 

And iu the dawn she started up awake ; 

XLII. 

" Ha I ha! " said she, " 1 knew not this hard life, 
I thought the worst was simple misery ; 

I thought some Fate with pleasure or with strife 
Por^on'd us — happy days, or else to die ; 

But there is crime — a brothei-'s bloody knife 1 
Sweet Spirit, thou hast sehooi'd my infancy ; 

111 visit thee for this, and kiss thine eyes, 

And greet thee morn and even in the skies." 



When the full morning came, she had devised 
How she might secret to the forest hie ; 

How she might And the clay, so dearly prized. 
And sing to it one latest lullaby ; 

How her short absence might be unaurmised. 
While she the inmost of the dream would try. 

Resolved, she took with her an aged nurse, 

And went into that dismal forest-hearse. 
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Who hath not biter'd in a green churchyard, 
And let his spirit, like a demoii mole. 

Work through the ulajej soil and gravel hard, 
To see skull, coffin'd bones, and tuneral stole ; 

Pit3Tng each fonn that hungry Death hath marr'd, 
And filling it once more with human soul ? 

Ah ! this is holiday to what was Mt 

When Isabella hy Lorenzo kutlt. 



She gazed into the freiili-llirown mould, as though 
One glance did fullj- all its secitits tell; 

Clearly she saw, as other eyes would know 
Pale limbs at bottom of a crystal well ; 

Upon the murderous spot she seem'd to grow. 
Like- to a native lily of the dell : 

Then with her knife, all sudden she began 

To dig more fervcntiy than misers can. 



Soon she tum'd up a soiled glove, wliereon 
Her silk had play'd in purple phantasies; 

She kiss'ii it with a lip nioie I'hill than stone. 
And put it in her bosom, where it dries 

And freezes utterly unto the bone 



Ho.i.iit,,CoOQlc 



Those dainties made to still an infant's crie 
Then 'gan she work again ; nor stay'd her ca 
But to throvf back at times her veiling hwr. 



That old nurse stood beside her wondering, 
Until her heart felt pity to the core 

At sight of such a dismal labouring, 

And so she kneeled, with her locks all hoar, 

And put her lean hands to the horrid thing; 
Three hours they labour'd at this travail sore ; 

At laet they felt the kernel of the grave, 

And Isabella did not stamp and rave. 



Ah ! wherefore all this wormy c 

Why h'nger at the yawning tomh so long ? 
O for the gentleness of old Romance, 

The simple plaining of a minstrel's song ! 
Fiur reader, at the old tale take a glance. 

For here, in truth, it doth not well belong 
To speak : — tnm thee to the tevy tale, 
And taste the muric of that yision pale. 



With duller steel than the Persian sword 
They cut away no formless monster's head. 

But one, whose gentleness did well accojil 
With death, as life. The ancient harps have said, 

Love never dies, but lives, immortal Lord ; 
If Love impersonate was ever dead, 

Pale Isabella kiss'd it, and low moan'd. 

"Twas love ; cold, — dead indeed, but not dcthron'd. 
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In anxious secrecy they took it home, 
And then the prize was all for Isabel: 

She calm'd its wild hair with a, golden comh, 
And all aj^und each eye's sepulchral cell 

Pointed each fringed lash ; the smeared loam 
With tears, as chilly as a dripping well, 

She drcnch'd away : and still she comb'd and kept 

Sighing all day — and still she kiss'd and wept. 



Then in a silken scarf, — sweet wiih the dews 
Of precious flowers pluck'd in Arahy, 

And divine liquids come with odorous ooze 
Through the cold serpent-pipe refreshfoHy, — 

She wrapp'd it up ; and for its tomh did choceo 
A garden-pot, wherein she laid it by. 

And cover'd it with mould, and o'er it set 

Sweet Basil, which her tears kept over wet. 



And she foi^ot the stars, the moon, and sun. 
And she lorjrot the blue above the trees. 

And she forgot the dells where waters run, 
And she forgot the chilly autumn breeze ; 

She had no knowleilge when the day was done, 
And the new morn she saw not : but in peace 

Hung oier her sweet Basil e 

And moisten'd it with te 



And so she ever fed it with thin tears, 

Whence thick, and green, and beautiful ii 
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So that it smelt more balmy than its peers 
Of Basil-tufts in Florence ; for It drew 

Ntirture besides, and life, from human fears, 

From tlie fast mouldering head there shut from 



O Melancholy, linger here awhile I 

O Musie, Music, breathe despondingly ! 

Echo, Echo, from some sombre isle, 
Unknown, Lethea,n, sigh to us — O wgh ! 

Spirite in grief, li& up your heads, and smile ; 
Lift up your heads, sweet Sjiirits, hoarily, 

And make a pale light in your cypress glooms, 

Tinting with silver wan your marble tombs. 



Moan hither, all ye syllables of woe, 

From the deep throat of sad Melpomene ! 

Thi-ou"h bronzed lyre in tragic order go. 
And touch the strings inio a mystery ; 

Sound mournfully upon tlie winds and low 
For simple Isabel is soon to be 

Among the dead : She lyithers, like a palm 

Cut by an Indian for his juicy balm. 



O leave the palm to wither by itself; 

Let not quick Winter chill its dyin" hour I — 
It may not be — those Baalites of pelf. 

Her brethren, noted the continual shower 
From her dead eyes; and many a curious elf, 

Among her kindred, wondei^d tiiat such dower 
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And, furthermore, her brethren wonder'd muuh 
Why she sat drooping by the Basil green, 

And why it flourish'd, as by magic toncb ; 

Greatly they wonder'd what the thing migh 

They could not surely she belief, that such 

A very nothing would iiave power to wean 
Her from her own fair youth, and pleasures gay. 
And even remembrance of her love's delay. 



Therefore they ivateli'd a lime when they might sill: 
This hidden whim; and long they watch'd in vain ; 

For seldom did she go to chapel-shrift, 
And seldom felt she any hunger-pain : 

And when she lett, she hurried oack, as swift 
As bird on wing to breast its e^s ^ain : 

And, patient as a hen-bird, sat her there 

Beside her Ba^, weeping through ber hair. 



Yet they contrived to steal the Basil-pot, 

The thing was Tile with green an<l livid spot. 
And yet they knew it was Lorenzo's face : 

The guerdon oif their murder ibey bad got. 
And so left Florence in a moment's space, 

Never to turn again. — Away they went, 

With blood upon their heads, to banishment. 
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O Melancholy, iurn thine ejea away I 
O ttlusiu. Music, breatlie dospondiugly ! 

O Ecbo, Ecbo, on some other day, 
From isles Lethean, sigh to us — O sigh ! 

Spirits of priuf, sing not yoar " Well-a-way ! " 
For Isabel, sweet Isabel, will die ; 

Wil! die a, death too lone and incomplete, 

Now they have ta'en away her Basil sweet. 



And with melodious chuckle in Che st'^iuo 
Of her lorn voice, she oftentimes would cry 

After the Pilgrim in his wanderings, 

To ask him where her Basil was ; and why 

Twas hid from ber : " For cruel 'tis," swd she, 

" To steal my Baal-pot away from me." 



And so she pinoil, and so she died forlorn, 

Imploring for her Basil to the last. 
No heart was there in Florence but did mourn 

In pity of her love, so overcast. 
And a sad ditty of this storj' borne 

From mouth to mouth through all the country 
pass'd : 
Stiil is the burthen aung — " cruelty. 
To steal my Basil-pot away from mo ! " 
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THE EVE OF ST. AGNES. 



ST. AGNES' EVE -Ah, bitter chill it was! 
The owl, Ibr all his feathers, was a-cold ; 
Tbo bare Jinip'd trembling ttrougli the frozen 
grass. 
And silent was the flock in wooUj' fold : 
Numb wore the Beadsman's fingers while he told 
His rosary, and while his frosted breath, 
Like pious incense from a censer old, 
Seemd taking flight for heaven without a death. 
Past the sweet Virj^n's picture, while his praj'er he 



His prayer he saith, this patient, holy man ; 

And back returneth, mei^re, barefoot, wan. 

Along the chapel aisle by slow degrees : 

The sculptured dead, on each side seem to freeze, 

Knights, ladies, prayinj; in dumb orat'ries, 
He passeth by ; and hia weak spirit fails 
To think how they may ache in icy hoods and mails. 



Northward he tiirncth tlirounh a little iJoor, 
And scarce three steps, ere llusic's golden tongue 
Platter'd to tears (his aged man and poor; 
But no — already had his deatb-boll rung ; 
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The joys of all his life were said and sung : 
His was harsh peuance on St. Agnes' Eve: 
Another way he went, and soon among 
Eou"h ashea sat he for his soul's reprieve. 
And all night kept awake, for sinner's sake to grieve. 



That ancient Beadsman heard the preluJe soft ; 
And BO it chanced, for many a door was wide, 
From hurry to and fro. Soon, up aloft, 
The ^iver, yiarling trumpets 'gan to chide : 
lie level chambers, ready with their pride, 
Were glowing to receive a thousand guesta : 
The carved angels, ever eagei^eyed, 
Stared, where upon their heads the cornice rests. 
With hair blown back, and wings put cross-wise on 
their breasts. 



At length burst in the aigent revelrj'. 
With plume, tiara, and all rich array, 
Numerous as shadows haunting fairily 
The brain, new-sluff'd, in youth, with triumpha 

gay 
Of old romance. These let us wish away, 
And turn, sole-thoughted, to one I^dy there. 
Whose heart bad brooded, all that wmtry day. 
On love, and wing'd St. Agnes' saintly care. 
As she had heard old dames full many times declare. 



They told her how, upon St. Agnes' Eve, 
Young virains miglit have visions of delight, 
And soft adorings from their loves receive 
Upon the boney'd middle of the night. 
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e they did aright ; 
Am, supperless to bed they must retire. 
And couch supine their beauties, lily white ; 
Nor look behind, nor sideways, but require 
Of Heaven with upward eyes for all that they desire. 



Full of this whim was thouglilfol Madeline: 
The music, yearning like a God in pain, 
She scarcely beard : her maiden eyes divine, 
Fix'd on the floor, saw many a sweeping train 
Pass bj' — she heeded not at all : in vain 
Came many a tiptoe, amorous cavalier, 
And back retired ; not cool'd by high disdain. 
But she saw not ; her heart was otherwhere ; 
She ugh'd for Agnes' dreams, the sweetest ol' the 



She daneed along with vague, regardless eyes. 
Anxious her lips, her breathing quiet and short : 
The hallow'd hour was near at hand : she sighs 
Amid the timbrels, and the tbrong'd resort 
Of wbiaperers in anger, or in sport ; 
'Mid looks of love, defiance, hate, and scorn, 
Hoodwink'd with lacry fancy ; all amort. 
Save to St. Agnes and her lambs unsliorn. 
And all the bliss to be before to-morrow mom. 



So, purposing each moment to retire. 
She iinger'd stilt. Meantime, aeross the it 
Had come ^oung Porphjro, wiih heart on 
For Madeline. Beside the poi'Ial doors, 
Buttress'd from moonlight, stands he, and in 
All saints to give him sight of Madeline, 
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But for one moment in the tedious houra, 
That he might "aze and worship all unseen ; 
Perchance speak, Kneel, touch, kiss — in sooth such 
things have been. 



He ventures in ; let no huzz'd whisper tell ; 
All eyes be muffled, or a hundred swords 
Will storm his heart. Love's feverous citadel ; 
For him, those chambers held barbarian hordes, 
Hyena foemen, and hot-blooded lords, 
Whose very dogs would execrations howl 
Against his linea^ : not one breast affords 
Him any mercy, in that mansion foul, 
Save one old beldame, weak in body and in soul. 



Ah, happy chance ! the aged creature Ci 



Behind a broad hall-pillar, far beyond 
The sound of merriment and chorus bland ; 
He startled her ; but soon she knew his face. 
And grasp'd hia fini^ers in hev palsied hand, 
Saying, " Mercy, Porphyro ! hie thee from Ibis 

They are all here to-night, the whole blood-thirsty 



" Get hence I get hence ! there's dwarfish Hilde- 

He had a fever late, and in the fit 
He eui'sed thee and thine, both house and land ; 
Then there's that old Loiil Maurice, not a whit 
More tame for bis gray h^rs — Alas me I flit I 
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Flit !ike a ghost away." — "Ah, Gossip dear. 
We're safe enough ; here in this arm-uhair sit, 
And tell ine how" — "Good Saints! not here, 
not here ; 
Follow me, child, or else these stones will \>b thy 



lie foUow'd through a lowly arched way, 
Brushing the eobwebs with hia lofiy plumu; 
And as she mutter'd " Well-a — well-a-day 1 " 
He found him in a little moonlight room. 
Pale, latticed, chjll, and silent as a tomb. 
" Now tell me where is Madeline," said he, 
" tell me, Angela, by the holy loom 
Which none but secret sisterhood may see, 
When they St. Agnes' wool are weaving piously." 



" St. Agnes 1 Ah ! it is St. Agnca' Eve 
Yet men will muLiler uj)on holy days: 



To see thee, Porpliyro ! St. Agnes' Eve ! 

God's help 1 my lady fair the conjurer plays 

This- very night : good angels her deceive ! 

But let me laugh awhile, I've mickle time to giie 



Feeblyshe laugheth in the lanjfuid moon, 
While Porphyro upon her face doth look. 
Like puzzled nrchin on an aged crone 
Who Kuepeth closed a wondrous riddle-book, 
Ab spectacl<^<l she sits in chimney nook. 
But soon his eyes grew brilliant, when she told 
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His lady's purpose ; and he scarce oould brook 
Tears, at the tliought of those enehantmenls told. 
And Madeline asleep in lap of legends old. 



Sudden a thought came like a full-blown rose, 
Flushing his brow, and in bia pained heart 
Made Rurpie riot : then doth he propose 
A stratagem, that makes the beldame start : 
"A cruelman and impious thou art ; 
Sweet lady, let her pray, and sleep and dream 
Alone with her good angels, far apart 
Prom wicked men like thee. Go, Go ! I deem 
Thou canst not surely be the same that thou didst 



"I will not harm her, by all saints I swear," 
Quoth Porphj-i-o: " O may 1 ne'er find grace 
When my weak voice shall whisper ila last 

prayer, 
If one of her soft ringlets I displace, 
Or look nith ruffian passion in her face : 
Good Angela, believe me by ihese tears; 
Or I will, even in a moment's spacG, 
Awake, with horrid shout, my Ibemen's ears, 
And beard them, though they be more fang'd Chan 

nolvcs and bears." 



"Ah ! why wilt thou affright a feeble soul ? 
A poor, weak, palsy-stricken, thm-ch-yard thing, 
Whose passing-bell may ere the raidniffht (oil ; 
Whose prayers for thee, each morn and evening. 
Were never miss'd." Thus plaining, doth she 
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A gentli'r apeecli fi'ojn burning Porpbyrt 

So woful, and of such duep aoi'roivitig, 

That Anjrela gives pramise she will lio 

Whatever he shall wish, belide her weat oi 



Which was, to lead him, in close secreey, 
Even to Madeline's cliamber, and there hide 
Him in a closet, of such privacy 
That he might see her beauty unespied, 
And win perhaps that night a peerless bride, 
While legion'd fairies paced the coverlet, 
And pale enchantment held her sleepy-eyed. 
Never on such a night have lovers met. 
Since Merlin paid his Demon all the inonslrous deL>t. 

XX. 

" It shall he as thou wishest," said the Dame : 
"All cates and dainties shall be stored there 
Quickly on this feast>night : by tho tambour 

Her own lute thou wilt see : no time to spare. 
For 1 am slow and feeble, and scarce dare 
On such a catering trust my dizisy head. 
Wait here, my child, with patience kneel in 

prayer 
The while ; Ah ! thou must needs the lady wed, 
Or may I never leave my grave among the dead," 



So saying she hobbled off with bus)' fear. 
The lover's endless minutes slowly pass'd ; 
The Dame rcturii'd, and whisper'd in his ei 
To follow her ; with aged eyes i^hast 
From fright of dim espial. Safe at last, 
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Through many a dusky g;allery, fhey gain 
The maiden's i;haiuber, silken, hush'il and chaste ; 
Where Porphyro took corert, pleased amain. 
His poor guide hurried back with agacs in licr 



Her faltering hand upon the balustrade, 
Old Angela was feeling for the stair, 
When Madeline, St. Agnes' cbarmed niidd, 
Rose, like a uiission'd spirit, unaware : 
With silver taper's light, and pious care, 
She tnm'd, and down the ^ed gossip led 
To a safe level matting. Now prepare. 
Young Porphyro, for gazin" on that bed ; 
She comes, she comes again, like ring-dove fray'd 
and fled. 



Out went the taper as she hurried in ; 
Its little smoke, m pallid moonshitio, died : 
She closed the door, she panted, all akin 
To spirits of the air, and visions wide : 
No utter'd syllable, or, \roe batide 1 
But to her heart, her heart was voluble. 
Paining with eloquence her balmy side ; 
As though a tongueless nightingale should swell 
Her throat in vain, and die, hearl-8tifle<l in lipr dell. 



it high and triple arch'd there was. 
All garlanded with carven imageries 
Of fruits, and flowers, and bunches of knot-grai 
And diamonded with panes of quaint device, 
Innumerable of stains and splendid dyes, 
As are the tiger-moth's deep-damask'd winjis ; 
And in the midst, 'mong thousand heialdries, 
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And twilight sainte, anil dini emblazonings, 
A shielded scutcheon blusli'd with blood of qiitcns 
and kings. 



Full on this caaemeiit slioiie the wintry uioon. 
And threw warm gules on Madeline's fair breast, 
As down she knelt for heaven's grace and boon; 
Bose-hloom fell on her hands, together prest, 
And on her silver erosa aoft amethyst, 
And on her hair a glory, like a saint : 
She seem'd a splendid an^el, iiemly drest. 
Save winga, for heaven ; Porpbyro grew faint: 
She knelt, so pure a thing, bo free from mortal 



Anon his heart revives : Iier vespers done. 
Of all its wreathed pearls her hair she frees 
Unclasps her warmed jewels one by one ; 
Loosens her fragrant bodice ; by degrees 
Her rich attire creeps rustling to her knees ; 
Half-hidden, like a mermaid in sea-weed. 
Pensive awhile she dreams awake, and sees. 
In fancy, fair St. Awnes in her bed, 



>t look behind, or all the c 



Soon, trembling in her soft and chilly nest, 
In sort of wakeful swoon, perplex'd she lay. 
Until the poppieil warmth of sleep oppress'd 
Her soothed limbs, and soul fatigued away ; 
Flown, like a thought, until the morrow-day; 
Blissfully haven'd both from joy and pain ; 
Clasp'd like a missal where swart Paynifns pray ; 
Blinded alike from sunshine and from rain. 
As though a rose should shut, and be a bud ag«n. 
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Stolen to this paradise, and so entranced, 
Porphyro gazed upon lier empt^ dress, 
And listen'd to her breathing, it' it chanced 
To wake into a siuinburous tenderness ; 
Which whan he heard, that mintite did he bleas, 
And breatbed himself; then from the closet 

Noiseless as fear in a wide wilderness 
And over the bush'd cai-pet, silent, stcpt, 
And 'tween the curtains peep'd, where, lo I — how 
fast she slept. 



Then by the bed-side, where the faded moon 
Made a dim, silver twilight, soft he set 
A table, and, half anguish'd, threw thereon 
A cloth of woven crimson, gold, and jet ; — 
O for some d rows jf Morphean amulet ! 
The boisterous, midnight, festive clarion. 
The kettle-drum, and far-heard clarionet, 
Affray his ears, though but in dying tone ; — 
The hall-door shuts again, and all the noise ia go 



And stjll she slept an azure-lidded sleep, 
In blanched linen, smooth, and lavender'd, 
While he from forth the closet bi-ought a heap 
Of candied apple, quince, and plum, and gourd ; 
With julUes soother than the creamy curd. 
And lucent syrops, tinct with cinnamon ; 
Manna and dates, in argosy transferr'd 
Froui Fez ; and spiced damties, every one, 
From silken Samarcand to cedar'd Leba^oik 
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These delicalea he heap'd with glowing hand 
On golden dishes aiiil iii baskets bright 
Of wreathed silver; Buinptuous tbey stand 
In the retirtid quiet of the iiigbt, 
Filling the chilly room with perfume Lght. — 
"And now, my love, my seraph fair awake 1 
Thou art my heaven, and I thine eremite : 
Open thine eyes, for meek St. Agnes' sake, 
Or I shall drowse beside thee, so my soul doth 



Thus whispering, his warm, unnerved arm 
Sank in h«r pillow. Shaded was her dream 
By the dusk curtains ; — 'twas a midnight charm 
Impossible to melt as iced stream : 
The lustrous salvers in the moonlight gleam ; 
Broad golden fringe upon the carpet lies : 
It seeniy he never, never could redeem 
From such a steadfast spell Lis lady's eyes ; 
So mused awhile, entoil'd in noofed phantasies. 



Awakening up, he took her hollow lute, — 
Tumultuous, — and, in chords that tenderest be, 
He play'd an ancient ditty, long since mute. 
In Provence call'd " La belle dame sans mercy : " 
Close to tier ear touching the melody ; — 
Wherewith dtsturb'd, she utter'd a soit moan : 
He ceased — she panted quick — and suddenly 
Her blue atfrayed eyes wide open shone : 
Upon his knees be sank, pale as smooth-sculptured 
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Her eyes were open, but she still beheld, 
Now wide awake, tlie vision of her sleep : 
There was a painrul change, that nigh expell'd 
The blisses ot ber dream so pure and deep. 
At which fair Madeline began to weep, 
And moan forth witless words with many a sigh ; 
VVliilu still her gaze on Porphyro would keep ; 
Who knelt, with joined hands and piteous cje, 
Fearing to move or speak, she look'd so dream- 
ingly. 



"Ah, Porphyro ! " said she, " bat even now 
Thy voice was at sweet tremble in mine ear. 
Made tuneable with every sweetest vow ; 
And those sad eyes were spiritual and clear : 
How changed thou art! bow pallid, chill, and 

Give me that voice again, ray Porphyro, 
Those looks immortal, those complainings dear ! 
Oh leave me not in this eternal woe, 
For if tliou diest, my Love, I know not where to 



Beyond a mortal man impnssion'd far 
At these voluptuous accents, he arose, 
Eiliereal, fliish'd, and like a throbbin;; star 
Seen 'niiii the sa[ipliire heaven's deep repose ; 
Into her dream he melted, as the rose 
BlHn<loth ils ociour with the violet,— 
Solution sweet : meantime the fi-ost-wind blows 
Like Love's alarum pattering the sharp sleet 
Against the window-panes; St. Agnes' moon hath 
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'Tis (lark : quick paltereth the flaw-blown sleet : 
" This 13 no dream, mj bride, my Madeline I" 
'Tis dark ; tbe iced gusts still rave and beat : 
" No dream, alas I alas I and woe is mine ! 
PorphjTo will leave me here to fade and pine. — 
Cruel ! what traitor could thee hither bring? 
I curse not, for mj heart is lost la thine, 
Though thou foraakeat a deceived thing ; — 
A dove tbrlorn and lost with sick unpruned wing." 



" My Madeline ! sweet dreamer I lovely bride ! 

Say, rtaj I be for aye thy vassal biest? 

Thy beauty's shield, heart-shaped and vermeil 

Ah, silver shrine, here will I take my rest 
ADer so many hours of toil and quest, 
A famish'il pilgrim, —saved by miracle. 
Though I have Ibund, 1 will not rob Ihy nest 
Saving of thy sweet selfj if thou think'st well 
To trust, f£ur Madeline, to no rude infidel." 



Arise — arise ! the morning is at hand ; — 
The bloated wassailevs will never heed ; 
Let us away, my love, with happy speed; 

Drown'd all in Rhenish and the sleepy mead : 
Awake I arise ! my love, and fearless be, 
For o'er the southern moors 1 have a horoc for 
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She hurried at his words, beset with feara, 
For there were sleeping Jra^jons all around, 
At glaring watch, pei'haps, with ready spears — 
Down the wide stairs it darkling way they found, 
In all the house was heard no human sound. 
A cliEun-di-oop'd lamp was flickering hy each 

The arras. liuli with horseman, hawk, and hound, 
Fiuttcr'd in the beaeging wind's uproar ; 
And the long carpets rose along the gusty floor. 



They glide, like phantoms, into the wide ball I 
Like phantoms to the iron porch they glide, 
Where lay the I'orter, in uneasy sprawl, 
With a hu"e empty flagon by his side : 
lie wakel^l bloodhound ixise, and shook his hide. 
But his gracious eye an inmate owns : 
By one, and one, the bolts full easy slide : — 
The chains lie silent on the t'ootworn st«nes; 
The key turns, and the door upon its hinges groans. 



And they are gone : ay, ages long ago 
These lovers fled awaj' into the storm. 
That night the Bai-on dreamt of many a woe, 
Aud all his warrior-guests, with shade and form 
Of wileh, and dumon, and largo uoffin-worm, 
AVuru long be-niglitmareil. Angela the old 
Died palsv-twiteb'il, with meagi'e face dclbrm ; 
The Beadsman, alter thousand aves told. 
For aye unsought-for slept among his ashes cold. 
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BOOK I. 

DEEP in the shady sadness of a rale 
Far sunken from the healthy breatU of mom, 
Far from the fieiy noon, and eve's one star. 
Sat gmy-hair'd Saturn, quiet as a stone. 
Still as the Hilence rounil about hia lair; 
forest on forest hung about his head 
Like eloiid on eloud. No slir of air mas there, 
Not so mu(;h life as on a summer's day 
Robs not one light seed fropi the feather'd grass, 
But where the dead leaf fell, there did it rest. 
A stream trent voiceless by, still deatlen'd moi'e 
By reason of Iiis tiillei) iJiiinity 
Spreading a shade : the Naiad 'mid her reeds 
Press'd her eold finger closer to her lips. 

Along the margin-sand large foot-marks went, 
No further than to where hia feet had atray'd. 
And slept there since. Upon the sodden ground 
Hie old right hand lay nerveless, listless, dead, 
Unsceptred ; and his realinless eyes were closed ; 
While his bow'd head seemM listening to the Earth, 
His ancient mother, for some comlbrt yet. 

It aeem'd no force could wake him from his place ; 
But there came one, who widi a kindred hand 
Touch'd his wide shoulders, after bending low 
With reverence, thousb to one who knew it not. 
She was a Goddess of the infant world ; 
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By her in staturo the tall Amaiion 

Had £taoiI a pigmy's heigliC ; she n'ould have ta' 

Achillea by ilie hair and bent bis neuk ; 

"" with a finrar stay'd Ixion'a wheel. 

:r faue 'vras targe as thaC of Meaiphian sphinx 



I'edestalI'd haply in a palace-ci 

When s^ea look'd to Egypt (or tneir lore. 

But oh ! how unlike marble was that face ; 



How beautiful, if sorrow had not made 

Son-ow more beautiful than Beauty's se¥. 

There was a liatening fear in her regard, 

As if uaiamity had but begun ; 

As if the vanward clouds of evil days 

Had spent their malice, and the sullen rear 

Was with its stored thunder labouring up. 

One hand she press'd upon that aching spot 

Where beats the human heart, as if just there. 

Though an immortal, she felt cruel pain: 

The other upon Saturn's bended neck 

She laid, and to the level of his ear 

Leaning with parted lips, some words she spake 

In solemn tenour and deep ot^an tone ; 

Some mourning words, which in our feeble tongue 

Would come in these lite aucenKi ; O how frail 



To that large alttiranee of the early Gods ! 

" Saturn, look up I — though wherefore, poor ohi 

King? 
I have no coiiifort for thee, no not one : 
I cannot say, ' O wherefore sleepest thou ? ' 
For heaven is parted from thee, and the earth 
Knows thee not, thus afflicted, for a God ; 
And ocean too, with all its solemn noise, 
Has from thy seeptre pass'd ; and all the air 
Is emptied of thine hoar}' majesty. 
Thy thunder, conaeions oC the new command, 
Kumbles reluctant o'er our fallen house ; 
And thy sharp lightning in unpractised hands 
Scorches and burns our onue serene dom^n. 
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O aching time ! O ii 
All as ye pas9 swell out the monstrous trutl), 
And press it so upon our weary griefe 
That unbelief haa not a spate to breathe. 
Saturn, sleep on : — O thounhtleas, why did I 
Tlius violate thy slumbrous solitude V 
Why should I ope thy melaneholy eyes ? 
Saturn, aieep on ! while at thy feet I weep." 

As when, upon a tranced summer-night, 
Those green-robed senators of mighty woods, 
Tall o^, branch-charmed by the earnest stars, 
Dream, and so dream all night without a stir, 
Save from one gradual solitary gust 
Which eomes upon the silence, ancl dies olT, 
Aa if the ebbing air had but one wave : 
So came these words and went ; the while in tears 
She foueh'd her fair large forehead to the ground, 
Just where her falling hair might be outspread 
A soft and silken mat for Saturn's feet. 
One moon, with alteration slow, had shed 
Her silver seasons four upon the night. 
And still these two wore postunid motionless. 
Like natural sculpture in cathedral cavern ; 
The frozen God stjll couchant on the earth, 
And the sad Goddess weeping at his feet : 
Until at length old Saturn lifted up 
Hln faded eyes, and saw his kingdom gone, 
And all the gloom and sorrow rf the place. 
And that fait- kneeling Goddess ; and then spake 
Aa with a palsied tongue, and while hia beard 
Shook horrid with such aspen-malady; 
" O tender spouse of gold Hyperion, 
Thea, I feel thee ere I see thy face ; 
Look up, ami let me see our doom in it ; 
Look up, and tell me if this feeble shape 
Is Saturn's ; tell me, if thou hear'st the voice 
Of Saturn j tell me, if this wrinkhng brow. 
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Naked and bare of its great diadem, 

Puiira like the front of Isatum. Who had power 

To make me desolate ? whence came the strBcgth ? 

How was it nurtured to suoh bursting forth, 

While Fate seeui'd strani;lec) in my nervous grasp ? 

But it is so ; and I am smother'd up, 

Aud buried from all godlike exercise 

Of influence benign on planets pale, 

Of admonitions to the winds and seaa, 

Of peaceful sway above man's harvesting. 

And all those acts whi(;h I}eitj' supreme 

Doth case its heart of love in. I am gone 

Away from my own bosom : I have left 

My strong identity, my real selC 

Somewhere between the throne, and where I sit 

Here on this spot of earth. Search, Thea, si'arfh I 

Open thine eyes eterne, and sphere them round 

Upon all space: space starr'd, and lorn of light; 

Space rejrionM with Ufe-ajr, and barren void ; 

Spaces of fire, and all tiie yawn of hell. 

Search, Thea, search ! and tell me if thou seest 

A certain shape or shadow, making way 

With wings or chariot fierce to repossess 

A heaven he lost erewhile : it must — it must 

Be of ripe protrress — Saturn must be king. 

Yes, there must bo a golden victory ; 

There must be Gods thrown down, and trumpets 

blown 
Of triumph calm, and hymns of festival 
Upon the gold clouds metropolitan. 
Voices of soft proclaim, and silver stir 
Of strings in hollow shells ; and there shall be 
Beautiful things made new, for the surprise 
Of the sky-ehildren ; I will give command : 
Thea ! Thea I Thea ! where is Saturn ? " 

This passion lifted him upon his feet. 
And made his hands to struggle in the air, 
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His Druid lofiks lo shake and ooze with sweat, 

His ojes (o fever out, his voice to cease. 

He stood, and beard not Thea's sobbing deep ; 

A little time, and then again he snateh'd 

Utterance tlius ; -— " But cannot I create ? 

Cannot I form ? Cannot I Jashion forth 

Another world, another universe, 

To overbear and crumble this to nouaht ? 

Where is another cliaoa ? Wliere ? That word 

Found way unto Olympus, and made qnake 

The rebel three. Thea was startled up, 

And in her bearing was a sort of liope. 

As thns she quick-voiced spake, yet full of awe. 

" This cheors our fallen house ; come to our 
friends, 

Saturn ! come away, and give them heart ; 

1 know the covert, for thence came I hither." 
Thus brief; then with beseeching eyes she went 
With backward footing Uirough Die shade a space : 
He follow'd, and she turn'd to lead the way 
Through aged boughs, that yielded like the mist 
Which eagles cleave, upmounting from their nest. 

Meanwhile in other realms big tears were shed. 
More sorrow like to this,, and such lite woe, 
Too huge for mortal tonnue or i>en of scribe ; 
T^e Titans fierce, self-hid, or prison-bound, 
Groan'd for the old alliance once more. 
And listen'd in sharp pain for Saturn's voice. 
But one of the whole mammoth-bnxxl slill kept 
His sovereignty, and rule, and majesty ; 
Blazing Hyperion on his orbed fire 
Still aat, still snuff'd the incense, teeming up 
From man to the sun's God, yet unsecui-e : 
For as among us mortals omens drear 
Fright and perplex, so also shudder'd he, 
Not at dog's bowl, or gloom-bird's hated screech, 



Ho.i.iit,,CoOQlc 



Or the familiar viating of one 

Upon the first toll of his passing-bell. 

Or propliesjinga of the midnight lamp ; 

But liorrors, portion'd to a giant nerve. 

Oft made Hyperion ache. Hia palace bright, 

Bastion'd with pyramids of glowing- gold. 

And touch'd with shade of bronzed obelisks, 

Glared a blood-ved through ail its thousand couiM, 

Arches, and domes, and fiery galleries ; 

And all its curtains of Aurorian clouds 

Flush'd angerly; while sometimes eagles' wings, 

Unseen before by Gods or wondering men, 

Darten'd the place; and neighing steeds were 

Not heard before by Gods or wondering men. 
Also, when he would taste the spicy wreaths 
Of incense, breathed aloft from sacred bills, 
Instead of sweets, his ample palate took 
Savour of poisonous brass and metal sick : 
And so, when harbour'd in the sleepy west, 
After the full completion of fair day, 
For rest dirine upon exalted couch, 
And slumber in the arms of melody, 
He paced awar the pleasant hours of ease 
With stride colossal, on from hall to hall ; 
While far within each aisle and deep recess, 
His winged minions in close clusters stood, 
Amazed and full of fear; like ansious men 
Who on wide plains gather in panting troops, 
When earthquakes jai- their battlements and 

Even now, while Saturn, roused from icy trance. 
Went step for step with Thea through the woods, 
Hyperion, leaving twilight in the rear. 
Came slope upon the threshold of the nest ; 
Then, as was wont, his palace-door flew ope 
In smoothed silence, save what solemn tubes, 
Blown by the serious Zephyrs, gave of sweet 
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And wandering sounds, slow- breathed melodies; 
And like a rose in vermeil tint and shape, 
In fraj^ance soft, and coolness to the eye, 
Tliat inlet to severe magnifieenee 
Stood full blown, for the God to enter in. 

He eater'd, but he cnter'd fuU of wrath ; 
His ftatning robes stream'd out beyond his heels, 
And gave a roar, as if of earthly fire, 
That scared away (he meek ethereal Hours 
And made their dove-wings tremble. On he flared, 
From stately nave to nave, from vault to vault, 
Throunh bowers of fri^rant and enwreathed light. 
And diatnond-paveil lustrous long arcades. 
Until he reach'd the great main cupola ; 
There standing Heree beneath, he stampt his foot, 
And from the basements deep to the high towers 
Jarr'd his own golden ren;ion ; and before 
The quavering thunder thereupon had ceased. 
His voice leapt out, despite of sodlike curb, 
To this result: "O dreams of oay and night! 
O monstrous forms I O efflpes of pain ! 
O spet:ti'es busy in a cold, cold gloom ! 

lank-ear'd Phantoms of black-weeded pools I 
Why do I know ye V why have I seen ye ? why 
Is my eternal essence thus distraught 

To see and to behold these horrors new ? 
Saturn is fallen, am I loo to fait ? 
Am I to leave this haven of my rest. 
This cradle of ray glory, this soft clime, 
This calm luxuriance of blissful light. 
These crystalline pavilions, and pure fanes, 
Of all my lucent empire ? It is left 
Deserted, void, nor any haunt of mine. 
The blaze, the splendour, and the symmetry, 

1 cannot see — but darkness, death and darkness. 
Even here, into my centre of repose, 

The shady visions come to domineer. 
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Insult, and blind, and stifle up wy pomp -~ 

Fall ! — No, by Tcllua and lii;r briny robes 1 

Ovei" tlie flory frontier of ray realms 

i will advance a terrible right arm 

Sliall scare that infant thunderer, rebel Jove, 

And bid old Saturn tnku liis tlironii ai^aiii." 

[Iu spake, and ueascd, the while a heavier threat 

iield struggle iritli bis throat, but came not forth ; 

For aa in theatres of crowded men 

Hubbub increases more they call out " Hush ! " 

So at Hyperion's words the Phantoms pale 

Bestirr'd themselves, thrice horrible and cold ; 

And from the mirro/d level where he stood 

A tmiX arose, as from a scummy marsh. 

At this, through all his bulk an agony 

Crept gradual, from the feet unto the crown. 

Like & lithe serpent vast and muscular 

Making slow way, with head and neck convulsed 

From over-strmned might. Released, he fled 

To the eastern gates, and tiiU six dewy hours 

Before the dawn in season due should blush. 

He breathed fierce breath against the sleepy 

Clcar'd them of heavy vapours, burst them wide 

Suddenly on the ocean's chilly streams. 

The planet orb of fire, whereon he rode 

Kach day from east to west the heavens through. 

Spun round in sable curtMning of clouds; 

INot therefore veiled qtute, blindfold, and hid. 

But ever and anon the glancing spheres, 

Circles, aud arcs, and broad-belting colure, 

Gbw'd through, and wrought upon the mnffling dark 

Sweet-shaped lightnings from the nadir deep 

Up to the zenith — hieroglyphics old. 

Which sages and keen-eyed astrolc^vs 

Then living on the earth, with labouring thought 

Won from the gaze of many centuries : 

Now lost, save what we Hni' 
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Of stone, or marble swart ; tlieir import gone, 

Their wisdom long since fled. Two wings this orb 

Possess'd for glory, two fair aigent wings, 

Ever exalted at the God's approach : 

And now, from forth the gloom their plumes immense 

Raw;, one by one, till ail outspreaded were ; 

While still the dazzling globe m^ntain'd eclipsed, 

Awaiting for Hyperion's command. 

Fain would he have commanded, fain took throne 

And bid the day begin, if but for chan^. 

He might not: — Ho, though a primeral God; 

The sacred seasons might not be disturb'd. 

Therefore the o(|erations of the dawn 

Stay'd in their birth, even as here 'tis told. 

Those silver wings expanded sisterly, 

Eager to sail then- orb ; the porches wide 

Open'd upon the dusk demesnes of night ; 

And the bright Titan, frenzied with ne>v woes. 

Unused to bend, by hard compulsion bent 

His spirit to the sorrow of the lime ; 

And all along a dismal rack of clouds, 

Upon the boundaries of day and night, 

Ho stretch'd himself in giief and radiance feint. 

There as he lay, (he Heaven with its stars 

Look'd down on htm with pity, and the vtHce 

Of Ooelus, from the universal space, 

Thus whisper'd low and solenm in his ear : 

■' O brightest of my children dear, earth-ljorn 

And sky-en nender'd, Son of Mysteries I 

All unrevealed even to the powers 

Whlth met at thy creating! at whose joys 

And palpitations sweet, and pleasures soft, 

I, Cieius, wonder how they came and whence ; 

And at the fruits tliereof what shapes they be. 

Distinct, and visible ; symbols divine, 

Manifestations of that beauteous life 

Diffuseil unseen throughout eternal space ; 

Of these new-fonn'd art ihou, oh brightest child I 
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Of these, thy brethren and the Goddesses ! 
There is sad feud among je, and rebellion 
Of 9on against his sire. I saw him fall, 
I saw my first-born tumbled from his throne I 
To me his arms were spread, to me his voice 
Found way from fortli the thunders round his head ! 
I'aie wox I, and in vapours hid my fai.'e. 
Art thou, too, near such do<Hn ? vague fear there is : 
For I have seen my sons most unlike Gods. 
Divine ye were created, and divine 
In sad demeanour, solemn, undisturb'd, 
Unruffled, like high Gods, ye lived and ruled; 
Now I behold in you fear, hope, and wrath ; 
Actions of rage and pas^on ; even as 
I see them, on the mortal world beneath, 
In men who die. -— This is the grief, Son ! 
Sad sign of ruin, sudden dismay, and fall ! 
Tet do thou strive ; as thou art capable. 
As thou canst move about, an evident God, 
And canst oppose to each malignant hour 
Ethereal presence ; — I am but a voice ; 
My life is but the life of winds and tides, — 
No more than winds and tides can I avail : — 
But thou canst. — Be tbou therefore in the van 
Of circumstance ; yea, seize the arrow's barb 
Before the tense string murmur. — To the earth ! 
For there thou wilt find Saturn, and his woes. 
Aleantime I will keep watch on thy bright sun, 
And of thy seasons be a careful nurse."— 
Ere half this region-whisper had come down 
Hyperion arose, and on the stai's 
Lifted hia curvfed lids, and kept them wide 
Until it ceased ; and still he kept them wide : 
And still they were the same bright, patient stars. 
Then with a slow incline of his broad breast, 
Like to a diver in the pearly seas, 
Forward he stoop'd over the aity shore, 
And plunged all noiseless into t!ie <leep night. 
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JosT at the self-same beat of Time's iviili! winys 

Hyperion slid into the rustled air, 

And Saturn fjaiii'd with Tliua (hat sad piaffe 

\Vlicre Cybele and the bruised Titans mourn'd. 

k was a dcii where no insulting light 

Could glimmer on thdr tears ; where their own 

Tliey felt, but heard not, for the solid roar 

Of thunderous waterfalls and torrents hoarse, 

Pouiing a constant bulk, uncertain where. 

Crag jutting forth to crag, and rooks that seem'd 

Ever aa if just riang from a sleep, 

Forehead to forehead held their monstrous horns ; 

And thus in thousand hugost pliantasies 

Made a fit roofing to this nest of woe. 

Instead of thrones, hard flint they sat upon, 

Couches of rugged stone, and slaty ridge 

Stubbom'd with iron. All were not assembled : 

Some chain'd in torture, and some wanduring. 

Cutaa, and Gyges, and Briareiis, 

TyphOQ, and Dolor, and Porphyrion, 

With many more, the brawniest in assault, 

Were pent in regions of laborious breath ; 

Dungeon'd in opaque element to keep 

Their elenehed teeth still clench'd, and all their 

Locked up like veins of metal, cramped and 

screwed ; 
Without a motion, save of their big heaHs 
Heaving in pain, and horribly convulsed 
With sanguine, feverous, boiling gurge of pulse. 
Mnemosyne was straying in the world ; 
Par from her moon had Phcebe wanderfed ; 
And many else were free to roam abroad, 
But for the main, here found they covert drear. 



Ho.i.iit,,CoOQlc 



Scarce imagps of life, ont here, one there, 

Lay vast and edgeways ; like a dismal cirque 

Of Druid atones, upon a forlorn moor, 

When tlio chill rain brains at shut of eve. 

In dull November, and their oh^nicel vault, 

The heaven itsulf; ia blinded throughout night. 

Each one kept ehroud, nor to hia neinihbour jrave 

Or word, or lobk, or attion of despair. 

Creiis was one ; his ponderous iron mace 

Lay by him, and a shattei'd rib of rock 

Told of his rage, ere he thus sank and pined. 

lapetus another ; in his grasp, 

A serpent's plaahy neck ; its barbed tongue 

Squeezed from the gorge, and all its uni^url'd 

length 
Dead ; and because the creature could not spit 
Its poison in the eyes of conquering Jove. 
Next Cottus ; prone he lay, chin uppermost, 
As though in pain ; for still upon the fltnt 
He ground severe his skull, with open mouth 
And eyes at horrid working. Nearest him 
Asia, born of most enormous Caf, 
Who coat her mother Tellus keener panga. 
Though feminine, than any of her sons : 
More thought than woe was in her dusky face 
For she was prophesying of her glory ; 
And in her wide im^ination stood 
Palm-shaded temples, an<i high rival fanes, 
By Okus or in Ganges' aacred islea. 
Even as Hope upon her anchor leans, 
So leant she, not so fair, upon a tusk 
Shed from the broadest of her elephant*. 
Above her, on a crag's uneasy shelve, 
Ul>on his elbow raised, all prostrate else, 
Shadow'd Enceladus ; once tame and mild 
As grazing ox unworried in the meads; 
Now t^er-pasaion'd, iion-thoughted, wroth, 
He meditated, plotted, and even now 
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Waa hurling mountains in that second war, 

Not long dclay'd, that si'aTed the youngur Gods 

To hide thmu selves in fomis of beaat and binl. 

Not llir hence Atlas; and bi'side. him prone 

i'liorcus, the aire of Gorgoiii. NclghboiiiM <i\as« 

Oieanua, and Tethys, in whose lap 

SobhM Clymcne among her tangled hair. 

In midst of all lay Themis, at the feet 

or Ops tlie i|ueen all clouded round from sight; 

No shape distinguishable, more than when 

Thick night eonibunds the pine-tops with the 

clouds : 
And many else whose names may not be told. 
For when the muse's wings are air-ward spread, 
Who shall delay her flight ? And she must ehant 
Of Saturn, and his guide, vho now had climbed 
With damp and slippery footing fi-om a riepth 
More homd still. Above a sombre cliff 
Their heads appear'd, and up their stature grew 
Till on the lerel height their steps found ease : 
Then Thea spread ffliroad her trembling arms 
Upon the priieincts of this nest of pain, 
And ^deloiig Sx'd lie.r ayv on Saturn's face : 
There saw she dii-est strife; the supreme God 
At war with all the frailty of grief, 
Of rage, of fear, anxiety, revenge. 
Remorse, spleen, hope, but most of all despair. 
Against these plagues he strove in vain : for Fate 
Had pour'd a mortal oil upon his head, 
A disanointing poison: so that Thea, 
Affrighted, kept her still, and let him pass 
Firit onwards in, among the fallen tribe. 

As with us mortal men, the laden heart 
Is persecuted more, and fevor'il more, 
When it is nighing to the moiivnful house 
Where other hearts are sick of the same bruise ; 
So Saturn, as he walk'd into the midst. 
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Felt faint, and would liave siLiib: among tbe rest, 

But that he met Bnceladus's eje. 

Whose mighdness, and awe of him, at once 

Came like an iDspiratioa ; and he shouted, 

" Titans, behold your God ! " at which some 

Some started on their leet ; some also shouted ; 
Some wept, some wail'd — all bow'd with reverence ; 
And Ops, uplifting her black folded veil, 
Shon'd her pale ciheeks, and all her forehead wan. 
Her eyebrows thin and jet, and hollow eyes. 
Hiere ia a roarino; in ihe bleak-grown pinea 
When Winter llfta hia voice ; there ia a noise 
Among jinmortals when a God gives sign. 
With hushing finger, how he means to load 
His tongue with the full weight of litt«rless thought, 
With thunder, and with music, and with pomp : 
Such noise is like the roar of bleak-grown pines ; 
Which, when it ceases in this mountain'd world, 

Sti &&» shUTift stieeceiB \ \lv^ ceasing iiere. 

Among these fallen, Saturn's voice therefrom 

Grew up like oi^n, that begins anew 

Its strain, when other harmonies, stopt short, 

Leave the dinn'd air vibrating silverly. 

Thus grew it up: — " Not in my own sad breast. 

Which is its own great judne and searcher out, 

Can I find reason why ye should be thus: 

Not in the legenda of the first of days. 

Studied from that old spirit^leaved book 

Which starry Uranus with finger bright 

Saved from the shores of darkness, wTien the waves 

Low-ebb'd still hid it up in shallow gloom; 

And tbe which book ye know I ever kept 

For my firm-based footstool ; — Ah, infirm ! 

Not there, nor in sign, symbol, or portent 

Of element, earth, water, air, and fire, — 

At war, at peace, or inter-quarrelling 

One i^Eunst one, or two, or three, or all. 
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Each several one a^ainat the other three, 
Aa fire with air loud warring when rain-floods 
DrowD both, and press them both against earth's 

Where, finding sulphur, a quadruple wratli 

Unhinges the i>oDr world ; — not id tlint strife, 

Wherefrom I take strange lore, and read it deep, 

Can I find reason why ye sbonld be thus ; 

No, nowhere can nnriddle, though I search, 

And pore on Nature's universal scroll 

Even to swooning, why ye. Divinities, 

The first-bcFfn of all shaped and palpable Gods, 

Should cower beneath what, in comparison,- 

Is untremendous might Yet ye are here, 

O'erwhelm'd, and spum'd, and batter'd, yo are 

O Titans, shall I say 'Arise I ' — Te groan ; 

Shall 1 say ' Crouoh ! ' — Ye groan. What can I 

then? 
O Heaven wide ! unseen parent dear I 
What can I ? Tell me, all ye brethren Gods, 
How we can war, how engine our great wrath I 

speak your counsel now, for Saturn's ear 
Is all a-bun^r'd. Thou, Oceanus, 
Ponderest high and deep; and in thy face 

1 see, astonied, that severe content 

Which comes of thought and musing : give ns 

So ended Saturn ; and the God of the Sea, 
Sophist and s^e, from no Athenian grove, 
But cf^itation. in his watery shades, 
Arose, with locks not oozy, and began. 
In murmurs, which his first endeavouring tongue 
Caught infant-like from the tar-foamed sands. 
" O ye, whom wrath consumes 1 who, passion slung, 
Writhe at defeat, and nurse your agonies 1 
Shut up your senses, stifle ap your ears. 
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M; voice is not a bellows unto ire. 

Yet listen, ye who will, whilst I bring proof 

How ye, perforce, must be content to sloop : 

And m tlie proof much comfoi't will I give, 

I!' je will tale lliat comfoi-t in its truth. 

We fall by course of Nature's law, not force 

Of thunder, or of Jove. Great Saturn, thou 

Hast sined well the atom-universe ; 

But for this reason, that thou art the King, 

And only blind from sheer supremacy. 

One avenue was shaded from thine eyes, 

Through which I wander'd to eternal truth. 

And first, as thou wast not the first of powers, 

So art thou not the last ; it cannot be. 

Thou art not the beginning nor the end. 

From chaos and parental darkness came 

Light, the first fruits of that intestine broil. 

That sullen ferment, which for wondrous ends 

Was ripening in itself. The ripe hour came. 

And with it light, and light engendering 

Upon its own producer, forthwith touch'd 

The whole enormoos matter into life. 

Upon that very hour, our parentage, 

The Heavens and the Earth, were manifest : 

Then thon firsl-bom, and we the aiant-race. 

Found outlives ruling new and beauteous realms. 

Horn comes t^ie pain of truth, to whom 'tis pain ; 

O folly ! for to Bear all naked truths, 

And to envisage circumstance, all calm. 

That is the top of sovereignty. Mark well ! 

As Heaven and Earth are fairer, fairer far 

Than Chaos and blank Darkness, though once 

chiefs ; 
And as we show beyond that Heaven and Earth 
In form and shape compact and beautiful, 
In will, in action free, companionship, 
And thousand other signs of purer life ; 
So on our heels a fresh perfection treads. 
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A power mora strong in buauly, born of ua 
And fated to excel us, as we pass 
In glory that old Darkness ; nor arc we 
Tlitreby more conquered than by us the rule 
Of shapeless Cliaos. Say, doth tbe dull soil 
Quarrel witb the proud foi'ests it halh fed, 
And feedeth still, more comely than itaelf ? 
Can it deny the chiefilom of green grovca ? 
Or sball the tree be envious of the dove 
Because it cooetb, and hath snowy wings 
To wander wherewithal and find itsjoya ? 
We are such forest^lrees, and our fair boughs 
Have bred forth, not pale solitary doves, 
But eagles golden-feather'd, who do tower 
Above us in their beauty, and must reign 
In right thereof; for 'tis the eternal law 
That first in beauty should be first in might ; 
Yea, by that law, another race may drive 
Our conquerors to mourn as we do now. 
Have ye Debeld the young God of the Seas, 
My disposseasor ? Have ye seen his face ? 
Have ye beheld his cbaiiot. foam'd along 
By nobie winged creatures he hath made ? 
1 saw him on the calmed waters scud. 
With such a glow of beauty in his eyes, 
That it enforced me to bid sad farewell 
To all my empire ; farewell sad I took, 
And hither came, to see how dolorous fate 
Flad wrought upon ye ; and how I might best 
Give consolation in this woe extreme. 
Receive the truth, and let it be your balm." 

Whether through pozed conviction, or disdain. 
They guarded silence, when Oceanus 
Left murmuring, what deepest thought can tell '! 
But so it was, none answei'd for a space, 
Save one whom none regarded, Clymene; 
And yet she answer'd not, only complwn'd, 
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With hectic lips, ami oyna up-looking mild, 

Thus wording timidly among the fieive : 

" Father ! I am liere the simplest voice, 

And all mv knowleirgo is that joy is gone, 

And this tiling woe crept in iinio'u<; ocr liearis. 

There to remain tor ever, as I t'eai' : 

I would ^ot hode ot' evil, if I thought 

So weak a creature could turn off the helji 

Which by just right should eome of mighty GioiJs ; 

Yet let me tell my sorrow, let me tell 

Of wliat I heard, and how it maile me weep. 

And know that we had parted from all hope- 

I stood upon a shore, a pleasant shore, 

Where a sweet clime was breathed from a land 

Of fra^ance, quietness^ and trees, and flowers. 

Full ot calm joy it was, as 1 of grief; 

Too full of joy and soft delicious warmth ; 

So that I felE a movement in my heart 

To chide, and to reproach that solitude 

With songs of misery, music of our woes ; 

And sat me down, and took a moathed shell 

And luurmur'd into it, and made melody — 

melody no more I for while I sang. 
And with poor skill let pass into the breeze 
The dull shell's echo, from a bowery strand 
Just opposite, an island of the sua, 

There came enchantment with the shifting wind 
That did both drown and keep alive my ears. 

1 threw my shell away upon the sand. 
And a wave fill'd it, as my sense was (ill'd 
With that new blissful golden melody. 

A living death was in each gush of sounds. 

Each family of rapturous hurried notes, 

That fell, one after one, yet all at once. 

Like pearl beads dropping sudden.from their string : 

And then another, then another strain. 

Each like a dove leaving its olive perch. 

With music wing'd instead of wlent plumes, 
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To iiover round my head, and make me sit:k 
Of joy and grief at once. Grief overcame, 
And I was stopping up my frantic ears, 
Wlien, past; alt hindrance of my trembling bands, 
A voiue came sweeter, sweeter than al! tunc, 
And siill it cried, ' Apoilo ! young Apollo ! 
The moniing-briglit Apollo ! young Apollo 1 ' 
I fled, it foUow'd me, and cried, ' Apollo ! ' 
O Father, and Brethren 1 had ye felt 
Those pains of mine I O Saturn, hadat-thou felt. 
Ye would not call this too indulged tongue 
Rtisumptuous, in thus venturing tJD be heard I " 

So far her voice flow'd on, like timorous brook 
That, lingering along a pebbled coast. 
Doth fear to meet the sea : but sea it met, 
And shudder'd ; for the overwhelming voice 
Of huge Enceladus swallow'd it in wrath ; 
The ponderous syllables, like suUen waves 
In the half-^lutt«d hollows of reef-rocks. 
Came boommg thus, while still upon his arm 
He iean'd ; not rising, from supreme contempt. 
" Or shall we lister) to the over-wise. 
Or to the over-foolish giant, Gods ? 
Not thunderbolt on thunderbolt, till all 
That rebel Jove's whole armoury were spent. 
Not world on world upon these shoulders piled. 
Could agonize me more than babj.words 
In midst of this dethronement horrible. 
Speak ! roar ! shout ! yell 1 ye sleepy Utans all. 
Do ye Ibrget the blows, the buffets vile ? 
Are ve not smitten by a youngling arm ? 
Uost thou forget, sham MonarSi of the Waves, 
Thy scalding in the seas ? What I have I roused 
Your spleens with so few simple words aa these ? 
O joy ! for now I see ye are not lost ; 
O joy ! for now I see a thousand eyes 
Wide glaring for revenge." — As this he said. 
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He lifted up his stature vast, and stood, 

Still without intermission speaking thus ; 

" Now ye are flames, I'll 1«11 you bow to burn, 

And pui^e the ether of our enemies ; 

How tofeed fierce the crooked stiiige of fire, 

And wnge away the swollen clouds of Jove, 

Stifling that puny essence in its tent 

O let him feel the eyil he hath done ; 

Fur though I scorn Oceanus's lore. 

Much pain have I for more than loss of realms : 

The days of peace and slumberous calm are fled ; 

Those days, all innocent of scathing war. 

When all the fair Existences of heaven 

Came open-eyed to guess what we would speak : — 

That was before our brows were taught to frown, 

Before our iips knew else but solemn sounds ; 

That was before we knew the winired thing, 

Victory, might be lost, or might be won. 

And be ye mindful that Hyperion, 

Our brightest brother, still is undisgraced — 

Hyperion, lo I bis radiance is here I " 

All eyes were on Enceladus's face, 
And tliey beheld, while still Hyperion's name 
Flew from his iips up to the vaiflted rocks, 
A pallid gleam across his features stem : 
Not savage, for he saw full many a God 
Wroth as himself He look'd upon them all. 
And in each face he saw a gleam of light. 
But splendider in Saturn's, whose hoar locks 
Shone like the bubbling foam about a keel 
When the prow sweeps into a midnight cove. 

ZVJ/ istiddvtiij- a aplcta2oai-f Utoj ihtf aioi-Uj 

Pervaded aU the Deetling gloomy steeps. 
All the sad spaces of oblivion. 
And every gulf, and every chasm old. 
And every height, and every sullen depth. 
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Voiceless, or hoarse with loud tormented streams i 
And all the everlasdng cataracts, 
And all the headlong torrents far and near, 
Maiidcd before in darkuuss and huj^ shade, 
Now saw the light iuid uiadi: it tei-rible. 
It waa Hyperion : — a granite peak 
Hia bright feet touch'd, and there he staid to view 
Tlie misery his brilliance had betraj'd 
To the most hateful seeing of itself. 
Golden bis h^r of short !Namidian curl, 
Ktgal bis shape majestic, a vast shade 
Tn "midst of his own brightness, like the bulk 
I,)!' Memnon's im^e at the set of sun 
To one who travels from the dusking East: 
Sighs, ioa, as mournful as that Memnon's harp, 
He utter'd, while his bands, contemplative, 
He press'd blether, and in silence stood. 
Despondence seized again the fallen Gods 
At sight of the dejected King of Day, 
And many hid their faces trom the light : 
But fierce Bnceladus sent forth his eyes 
Among the brotherhood ; and, at their glare, 
Uprose liipotus, and Creiis too. 
And Fhoi'cua, sea-born, and together strode 
To where he tower'd on his eminence- 
There those four shotited forth old Saturn's name ; 
Hyperion from the peak loud answer'd " Saturn ! " 
Saturn sat near the Mother of the Gods, 
In whose face was no joy, though all the Gods 
{.lave from their hollow throats the name of 
■' Saturn!" 
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Thus in alternate upi-oar and sad peace, 

Amazed were lliose fitaiis utterly. 

O leave them, Muse 1 O leave them to their woes ! 

For thou art weak to sing sueh tumults dire ; 

A solitary soitow best befits 

Thy lips, and antheming a lonely grief. 

Leave them, Muse ! far thou anon wilt find 

Many a fallen old Divinity 

Wandering in vMn about bewilder'd shores. 

Meantime touch piously the Delphic harp, 

Abd not a wind of heaven but will breathe 

In aid soft warble from the Dorian flute ; 

For lo I 'tis for the Father of all verse. 

Flush every thing that hath a vermeil hue, 

Let the rose slow intense and warm the air, 

And let the clouds of even and of morn 

Float in voluptuous fleeces o'er the hills ; 

Let the red vine within the goblet boi!, 

Cold as abubbling well; let fiiint-iipp'd shells, 

On sands or In ^reat deeps, vermilion turn 

Through all their labyrinths; and let the maid 

Blush keenly, as with some warm kiss surprised. 

Chief isle of the embowered Cj'clades, 

Eejoiee, O Delos, with thine olives green. 

And poplars; and lawn-shading palms, and beeoh. 

In which the Zephyr breathes the loudest song. 

And hazels thick, dark-stemm'd beneath the shade : 

Apollo is once more the golden theme ! 

Wiiere was he, when the Giant of the Sun 

Stood bright, amid the sorrow of his peers? 

Together had he left hi»motiier fair 

And his twin-sister sleeping in their bower. 

And in the morning twilight warider'd forth 

Btside t)ie osicre of a rivulet, 

Full ankle-deep in lilies of the vale. 
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Tlic iiightingale had cea,se(l, and a few stara 

Wore Imgenng in tlie heavens, while the [hiush 

Btigan (.■alm-throaled. Thron^'houl all the isle 

There was no covert, uo retired cave 

UnhauQted by the murmurous noise of waves. 

Though scarcely heard in many a green recess. 

Ue listen'd, and he wept, and his bright tears 

Went triekling down the golden bow he held. 

Thus with half^hut suffused eyes he stood. 

While from beneath some cumbrous boughs hard by 

With solemn step an awful Goddess came. 

And there was purport in her looks foi* him, 

Which he with eager guess be^n to read 

Perplei'd, the while melodiouSy he said : 

" How earnest thou over the unfooted sea ? 

Or hath ihat antique mien and robed form 

Moved in these vales invisible till now ? 

Sure I have heard those vestments sweeping o'er 

The fallen leaves, when I have aat alone 

In cool mid'forest. Sure); I have traced 

The rustle of those ample akirta about 

These grassy solitudes, and seen the flowers 

Lift up their heads, and still the whisper pass'd. 

Goddess I I have beheld those eyes before. 

And their eternal calm, and all that face, 

Or I have dream'd." — "Yes, "said the supreme 

" Thou hast dream'd of me ; and awaking up 

Didst find a lyre all golden by thy ade, 

Whose strings touth'd by thy fingers, all the vast 

Unwearied ear of the whole universe 

Listen'd in pain and pleasure at the birth 

Oi' such new tuneful wonder. Is't not strange 

That thou shouldst weep, so gifted ? Tell me, youth, 

Wliat sorrow thou canst feel ; for I am sad 

When thou dost shed a tear : explain thy griefs 

To one who in this lonely isle hath been 

The watcher of thy sleep and hours of life, 
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From the young day when first thy infant hand 

Pluek'd witless the weak flowers, till thine arm 

Coultl bcitd that bow heroic to all timea. 

Show thy heart's secret to an ancient Power 

Who hath forsaken old and saered thrones 

For prophecies of thee, and for the sake 

Of loveliness new-born." — Apollo then, 

With sudden scrutiny and gloomleas eyes, 

Thus answer'd, wliile his white melodious throat 

Throbb'd with the syllables : — " Mnemosyne I 

Thy name is on my tongue, I know not bow ; 

Why should I tell thee what thou so well seest ? 

Why should I strive to show what from thy lips 

Would come no mj-sfery 'I For me, dark, dark, 

And painful yiie oblivion seals my eyes: 

I sti'ive to search wherefore I am so sad, 

Until a melancholy numbs my limbs ; 

And then upon the grass I sit, and moan. 

Like one who once had wings. — O why shonld I 

Feel cursed and thwarted, when the liegeless air 

Yields to my step aspirant ? why should 1 

Spurn the green turi' as hateful to my feet ? 

Groddess benign I point forth some unknown thing : 

Are there not other regons than this isle ? 

What are the stars ? There is the sun, the sun ! 

And the most patient brilliance of the moon ! 

And stars by thousands I Point me out the way 

To any one particular beauteous star. 

And I will lilt into it with my lyre. 

And make its silvery splendour pant with bliss. 

I have heard the cloudy thunder ; Where ia power V 

Whose hand, whose essence, what divinity 

Makes this alarum in the elements. 

While I here idle listen on the shores 

In fearless yet In aching ignorance ? 

tell me, lonely Goddess ! by thy harp, 

That waileth every morn and eventide. 

Tell me why thus I rave, about these groves ! 
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Mate thou remainest — Miife ? _vet I can read 

A wondrous lesson in fliy silent face : 

Knowledge enormous makes a Goil of me. 

Naraea, ileeils, grey legends, dire events, rebellions, 

Majesties, soi'ran'voii;ei", agonies, 

Creations Bnil destroyi ngs, all at onee 

Pour into the irido hollows of my brain, 

And deify me, as if some blithe wine 

Or bright elixir peerless I had drunk, 

And ao become immortal." — Thus tlie God, 

While his enkindled eyes, with level glance 

Beneath bis white soft temples, steadfast kept 

Trembling with li^ht upon Mnemosyne. 

Soon wild commotions shook him, and made flush 

All the immortal fairness of his limbs ; 

Most like the struggle at the gate of death ; 

Or like still to one who should take leave 

Of pale immortal death, and with a pang 

A.'! hot as death's is chill, with fierce convuUe 

Die into life : so young Apollo anguish'd ; 

His very hair, his golden Cresses famed 

Kept undulation round his eager ne^k. 

During the pain Mnemosyne upheld 

Her arms as one who prophesied. — At length 

Apollo shriek'd ; — and lo 1 from all his limbs 

Celestial 
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TO LEIGH HUST, ESQ. 

Glort and loveliness hare pass' a away 
For if we wander out in early mora, 
Ko ^I'eathed incenao do we aee upbon 

Into the east to meet the smiling day; 

No crowds of nympliB soft-voicw and yi 
In woven baskata bringing ears of coi 
Koses, and ranks, and violets, to adon 

Theshrineofrioramber early Ma;-. 

But there are left delights aa high as tht 
And I shall ever bless my desljny, 

That in a time wbeii under pleasant tret 
Pan is no longer sought, I Ibel a (na, 

A leafy luxaiy, seeing 1 could please 
Witb these poor oSeringa, a man like 
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Placea of nealling gnen for pocia mada. — Stnrp nf Rimini. 

I STOOD tiptoe upon a little hill, 
The air was cooling, and so very still, 
That the sweet bu^ ivhich with a modest pride 
Pull droopingly, in slantin" curve aside, 
Their scanty-leaved, and onely-tapering stems, 
Had not yet lost the starry diadems 
Caught from the early sobbing of the mom. 
The clouds were pure and white as flocks new- 

And fresh from the clear brook ; sweetly they slept 

On the blue fields of heaven, and then there crept 

A little noiseless noise among the leaves, 

Bom of the very sigh that silence heaves; 

For not the faintest motion could be seen 

Of all the ahadea that slanted o'er the green. 

There mas wide wandering for the greMiest eye, 

To peer about upon variety ; 

Far round the horizon's crystal air to skim, 

And trace the dwindled edgings of its brim ; 

To picture out the quaint and curious bending 

Of a fresh woodland alley never-ending: 

Or by the boweiy clefts, and leafy shelves. 

Guess where the jaunty streams refresh themselves. 

I gazed awhile, and felt as light, and free 

As though the fanning; wings of Mercury 

Had play'd npon my heels : 1 was ligh^hea^ted, 

And many pleasures to my vision started ; 

So I straightway began to pluck a posy 

Of luxuries bright, milky, soft and rosy. 
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A bush of Maj"-fiowers with the bees about them ; 
Ah, sure no tasteful nook could be without them ! 
And let a lush laburnum oversweep them, 
Aud !et long grass gvom round the roots, to kepp 

Itiem 
Moist, cool, and p^en ; and shade the violets, 
That they may bmd the moss in lealy nets. 

A filbert-hedge with wild-briar overtwiued. 
And clumps </ woodbine taking the solt mind 
Upon their summer thrones ; there too should be 
The frequent-chequer of a youngling tree, 
That with a score of light green brethren shoots 
From the quaint mossiness of aged roots ; 
Kound which is heard a sprinn-head of clear waters, 
Babbling so wildly of its lovely daughters. 
The spreading blue-bells ; it may haply mourn 
That such fair clusters should be rudely t«rn 
From their fi-esh beds, and scalter'd thoughtlessly 
By infant hands, left on (be path to die- 
Open afresh your round of slairy folds, 
Ye ardent mari^^olds ! 

Dry up the moisture from your golden lids. 
For great Apollo bids 

That in these days your praises should be sung 
On many harps, which he has lately strung; 
And when again your dewiness he kisses. 
Tell him, I have you in my world of blisses: 
So haply when I rove in some far vale. 
His mighty voice may come upon the gale. 

Here are sweet peas, on tiptoe for a flight : 
With wings of gentle flush o'er delicate white, 
And taper fingers catching at all things. 
To bind them all about with tiny rings. 
Linger awhile upon some bending planks 
That lean against a streamlet's n^y banks. 
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And watch intently Nature's gentle doings ; 

Tliey will be found softer llan ring-doves' eooings. 

How silent eomes the water round that bend ! 

Not the minutest whisper does it send 

To the o'erhanffing sallows : blades of grass 

Slowly across the thequer'd shadows pass. 

Why you might read two sonnets, ere they reaeh 

To where the hurrying freshnesses aye preach 

A natural sermon o'er their pebbly beds ; 

Where swarms of minnows show their little heads, 

Staying their wavy bodies 'gainst Ibe streams, 

To taste the luxury of sunny beams 

Temper'd with coolness. How they ever wrestle 

With their own sweat delight, and ever nestle 

Their silver bellies on the pebbly sand ! 

If you but scantily hold out the hand, 

'That very instant not one will reniwn: 

But turn your eye, and they are there again. 

The ripples seem right glad to reach those cresses, 

And cool themselves among the emerald tresses ; 

The while they cool themaelvas, they freshness give. 

And moisture, that the bowery green may live : 

So keeping up an interchange of favours. 

Like good men in the truth of their behaviours. 

Sometimes goldfinches one by one will drop 

From low-hung branches : little space they stop ; 

But sip, and twitter, an<i their feathei-s sleek ; 

Then off at once, as in a wanton freak : 

Or perhaps, to show their black and golden wings, 

Pausing upon their yellow flulterings. 

Were fin such a place, 1 sure should pray 

That nought less sweet might call my thoughts 

Than the soft: rustle of a maiden's gown 

Fanning away the dandelion's iloivn ; 

Than the light music of her nimble toes 

Fatting agamst the sorrel as she goes. 

How she would start, and blush, thus to be caught 
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Plajing in ali her innocence of thought ! 

O let me lead her gently o'er the brook, 

Watch liei' half-smuing lips and downward lo(i ; 

O let ine for one moment touch her wrist ; 

Let me oak moment to her hi-catliing list i 

And as she leaves me, may she often turn 

Her fair eyes looking through her locks auburne. 

What next ? a toft of evening primroaes, 

O'er whiuh the mind may hover till it dozes ; 

O'er which it woU might take a pleasant sleep. 

But that 'tis ever startled by the leap 

Of buda into ripe flowers ; or by the flitting 

Of divers moths, that aye their rest are quftling ; 

Or by the moon lifting her silver rim 

Above a cloud, anil with a gradual swim 

Coming into the blue with all her li"ht. 

O Maker of sweet poets ! dear delight 

Of this fair world and all its gentle livers ; 

Spangler of clouds, halo of crystal rivers, 

Mingler with leaves, and dew and tumbling streams, 

Closer of lovely eyes to lovely dreams, 

Lover of loneliness, and wandering, 

Of upcast me, and tender pondenng ! 

Thee must I praise above all other glories 

That smile us on to tell delightful stories. 

For what has made the BUge or poet write 

But the fair paradise of Nature's light? 

In the calm grandeur of a sober line, 

We see the waving of the mountain pine ; 

And when a tale is beautifully staid, 

We fee! the safety of a hawthorn glade : 

When it is moving on luxurious wings, 

The soul is lost in pleasant smotherings : 

Fair dewy roses brush against our faces, 

And flowering laureis spring from diamond vases j 

O'erhead we see the jasmine and sweet-briar. 

And bloomy grapes laughing from green attire ; 

While at our feet, the voice of crystal bubbles 
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Cbarnia us at oiiuti away from all our troubles : 
So that we feel uplifted from the world. 
Walking upon the vfhite cbuds wreath'd and curl'd. 
So fell hu, who first told how Psyche went 
On the smooth wind to I'ualuis of wonderment ; 
What Psyche felt, and Love, when their full lips 
Fii'St touth'd; what amoraus aod fondling nips 
They gave eauh other's theeks ; with all their sighs, 
And how they kist each other's tremulous eyea : 
The silver lamp, — the ravishment — the wonder — 
The darkness — loneliness — the fearful thander ; 
Their woes gone by, and both to heaven up flown, 
To bow for gratitude before Jove's throne. 
So did he feel, who nuli'd the houghs aside, 
That we might look into a forest wide. 
To catch a glimpse of Fauna, and Dryades 
Coming with softest rustle through the trees; 
And garlands woven of flowers wild, and sweet, 
Uphdd on ivory wrists, or sporting feet : 
Telling us how fair trembling Synnx fled 
Arcadian Pan, with sueh a fearfiil dread. 
Poor Nvmph, — poor Pan, — how did he weep to 

find 
Nought but a lovely sighing of the wind 
Along the reedy stream ! a half-heard strain, 
Full of sweet desolation — balmy pain. 

What first inspired a bard of old to an" 
Narcissus pining o'er the untainted spring? 
In some delicious ramble, he bad found 
A little apace, with houghs all woven round ; 
And in the midst of all, a clearer pool 
Than e'er reflected in its pleasant cool 
The blue sky, here and there serenely peeping, 
Through tendril wreaths fantastically creeping. 
And on the bank a lonely flower he spied, 
A meek and forlorn flower, with nou"ht of pride. 
Drooping its beauty o'er the watery clearness, 
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To woo its own sad ima^ into nearoess: 
Deaf to liglit Zephyrua it would not move; 
But still would euem to droop, to pine, to lovo. 
So while the poet stood in this sweet spot, 
Some fainter gleamings o'er his fancy shot; 
Nor was it long ere he had told the tale 
Of young Narcissus, and sad Echo's bale. 

Where had he been, from whose warm head 
outflew 
That sweetest of all songs, that ever new, 
That aye refreshing, pure deliciousneas. 
Coming ever to bless 

The wanderer by moonlight? to him bringing 
Shapes from the invisible world, unearthly singing 
From out the middle air, from flowery nes'ta. 
And from the pillowy ^Ikiness that rests 
Full in the speculation of the stars. 
Ah ! surely he had burst our mortal bars; 
Into some wondrous region ha had gone. 
To search for thee, divine Endymion I 

He was a Poet, sure a lover too. 
Who stood on Latmus' top, what time there blew 
Sofl breezes from the myrtle vaie below ; 
And brought, in iainCness solemn, sweet, and slow, 
A hymn from Dian's temple ; while upswelling. 
The ineense went to her own starry dwelling. 
But though her fHce was clear as infants' eyes. 
Though she stood smiling o'er the sacrifice. 
The poet wept at her so piteous fate, 
Wept that such beauty should be desolat* : 
So in fine wrath some golden sounds he won, 
And gave meek Cynthia her,EndymioQ. 

Queen of the wide air; thou most lovely queen 
Of all the brightness that mine eyes have seen I 
As thou exceedest all things in thy shine. 



Ho.i.iit,,CoOQlc 



MISCELLANEOUS- FOEUS. 237 

Ho every tale does tliis sweet lain of tliine. 
O for three words of honey, that I mii^ht 
Tell but one wonder of thj bridal night ! 

Where distant sliips do seein to show their keel;;, 
Phcebus awhile Jelay'd his mighty wheels. 
And turn'd to smile upon thy bashful eyes, 
Ere lie his unseen pomp would solemnize. 
The evening weather was so bright, and clear. 
That men of health were of unusu^ cheer ; 
Stepping like Homer at the trumpet's call. 
Or youn™ Apollo on the pedestal : 
And lovely women were as fair and warm, 
As Venus looking sideways in alarm. 
The breezes were ethereal, and pure, 
And crept through half-elosed lattices to cure 
The languid slot ; it cool'd their fever'd sleep. 
And soothed tliem into slumbers full and deep. 
Soon they awoke clear-eyed: nor burn'd with 

fiirstin". 
Nor with hot fingers, nor with temples bursting : 
And sprin^ng up, they met the wondering; sight 
Of their dear friends, ni"Ii foolish with delight ; 
Who feel their arms, andl)reasts, and kiss, and stare, 
And on their placid foreheads part the hair. 
Young men and maidens at each other gazed. 
With hands held back, and motionless, amazed 
To see the brightness in each olhei-'s eyes ; 
And so they stood, fiU'd with a sweet surprise. 
Until their tongues were loosed in poesy. 
Therefore no lover did of anguish die: 
But the soft numbers, in that moment spoken. 
Made silken ties, that never may be broken. 
Cynthia I I cannot tell the greater blisses 
That follow'd thine, and thy dear shephei'd's kisses ! 
Was there a poet born ? — But now no more — 
My wandering spiril must no farther soar. 
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LO ! I must tell a talc of chivalry ; 
For large white plumes are dancing in mine 
eye. 
Not like tho formal crest of latter days : 
But bending in a thousand graceful ways; 
So graceful, that it seems no mortal hand, 
Or e'en the touch of Aroiiiniago's wand, 
Could charm them into such an attitude. 
We must think rather, that in playful mood, 
Some mountain breeze had turn'd its chief delight 
To show this wonder of its gentle might. 
Lo ! I must tell a tale of chivalry ; 
For while I muse, the lance points slantingly 
Athwart the morning air ; some lady sweet. 
Who cannot feel for cold her tender feet. 
From the worn top of some old battlement 
Hails it with tears, her stout defender sent; 
And from her own pure self no joy dissembling, 
Wraps round her ample robe with happy Irem- 

Sometimes when the good knight his rest could 

It is reflected, clearly, in a lake. 

With the young ashen boughs, 'gainst which it rests, 

And th' half-seen mossiness of linnets' nests. 

All ! shall I ever tell its cruelty. 

When the fire flashes from a waiTior's eye. 

And his tremendous hand is grasping it. 

And his dark brow lor very wrath is knit ? 

Or when his spirit, with more calm intent 

Leaps to the hoaours of a tc 
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And makes tile gazers rouJitl about the ring 

Stare at the yraiideur of the balaneing ? 

No, no 1 this is far ofF: — then how shall I 

Bevive the dyinjr tones of minstrelsj'. 

Which linger yet about long gotiiic arches, 

In (lark green ivy, and among wild larehes ? 

How sing the splendoar of the revelries, 

When butts of wine are drank off to the lees ? 

And that bright lanoe, E^ainst the fretted wall. 

Beneath the shade of stately banneral, 

Ifl slung with shining cuirass, sword, and shield ? 

Where je may see a spur in bloody fieU, 

Light-footed damsels move with gentle paces 

Kound the wide hall, and show their happy faces : 

Or stand in oourtly talk by fives and sevens ; 

Like those fair stars that twinkle in the heavens. 

Yet mast I tell a tale of chivalry : 

Or wherefore comes that knight so proudly by ? 

Wherefore more proudly does the gentle knight 

Kein in the swelling of his ample might '! 

Spenser! thy brows are arched, open, kind. 

And come like a (^Icar sun-rise to my mind ; 

And always does my heart witli pleasure dance. 

When I think on thy noble countenance : 

Where never yet was aught more earthly seen 

Than the pure freshness of thy laurels green. 

Therefore, great bard, I not so fearfully 

Call on thy gentle spirit to hover nigh 

My daring steps : or if thy tender care. 

Thus startled unaware, 

Be jealous that the foot of other win;ht 

Should madly follow that bright path of light 

Traced by thy loved Libertas; he will speak. 

And toll thee that my prayer is very meek ; 

That I will follow with due reverence, 

And start with awe at mine own strange pretence. 

Him thou wilt hear; so I will rest in hope 

To see wide plains, fwr trees, and lawny slope ; 
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YOUNG Calidoreis paddling o'er the lake ; 
His healthful spirit eager and awake 
To feel the beauty of a silent eve, 
Which seem'd full loth this happy world to leave, 
The light dwelt o'er the scene so lingeringly. 
He bares his forehead to the cool blue sky. 
And smiles at the far clearness all around, 
Until his heart is well nigh orerwonnd. 
And turns for calmness to the pleasant green 
Of easy slopes, and shadowy trees that lean 
So elegantly o'er the waters' brira 
And enow their blossoms trim. 
Scaree can his clear and nimble eyesight follow 
The freaks and darlings of the black-wing'd swal- 

Delighting much, to see it half at rest, 
Dip so refrediingly its wings and breast 
'Gainst the smooth surface, and to mark anon. 
The vfidening circles into nothing gone. 

And now the sharp keel of his little boat 
Comes up with ripple, and with easy float 
And glides into a bed of water-lilies ; 
Broad-leaved are they, and their white canopies 
Are upward turn'd to cateh the heavens' dew. 
Near to a little island's point they grew ; 
Whence Calidore might have the goodliest view 
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Of this sweet spot of earth. The bowerj' shore 
Went off in gentle windings to the hoar 
Anil light blue mouiitMns ; but no breathing man 
With a wann heart, and eye prepared to scan 
Nature's clear beauty, could pass lightly by 
Objeels that look'd out so invitingly 
On either aidu. These, gentle Calidore 
Greeted, as he had knonn them long before. 

The sidelong view of swelling leafiness, 
Which the glad setting sun hi gold doth dress, 
Whence, ever and anon, the joy oulsprings. 
And scales upon tlie beauty of its wings. 

The lonely turret, shatter'd, and outworn, 
Stands venerably proud ; too proud to mourn 
Its iong-lost grandeur : fir-trees grow around. 
Aye dropping their hai'd fruit upon the ground. 
The little chsipeli, with the cross above, 
TJphoidinp wreaths of ivy ; the white dove. 
That on the windows spreads his feathers li<;ht. 
And seems from purple clouds Xa wing its Sight. 

Green tufted islands casting their soft shades 
Across the lake ; sequestei'd leaff glades. 
That through the dinmess of their twilight show 
Large dock-leaves, spiral foxgloves, or the glow 
Of the' wild cat's-eyes,* or the silvery stems 
Of delicate birch-trees, or long grass which hems 
A little brook. The youth had long been viewing 
These pleasant tilings, and heaven was bedeiving 
The mountain flowers, when his glad senses caught 
A trumpet's salver voice. Ah I it was fraught 
With many joys for him; the warder's ken 
Had found white coursers pranciDg in the glen, 
Friends very dear to him he soon will see; 
So pusiies off" his Ijoat most eagerly. 
And soon upon (be lake he skims along, 
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Deaf to the nightingale's first unJer-song ; 

Nor minds he the white swans that dream so 

swuetly : 
His spirit flies belbro him so complutelj-. 
And now he turns a jutting point of land, 
WhenM may be seen the castle gloomy and grand : 
Mor will a bee buzz round two swelling peaches. 
Before the point of his ii«ht shallop reaches 
Those marble steps that through the water dip ; 
Now over thein he goes with hasty trip, 
And scarcely stays lo ope the folding doora; 
Anon he leaps along the oaken floors 
Of halls and corridors. 

Delicious sounds! those little bright-eyed things 
That float about the air on azure winM, 
Had been less heartfelt by him than the clang 
Of clattering hooft ; into the court he sprang. 
Just as two noble steeds, and palfreys tw^n. 
Were slanting out their necks with loosen'd rein ; 
While froin feneath the threatening portcullis 
They brought their happy burthens. What a kiss. 
What gentle squeeze he gave each lady's hand ! 
How tremblingly their delicate ankles spann'd I 
Into how sweet a trance his soul was gone, 
While whisperings of affection 
Made him delay to let their tender feet 
Come to the .earth; with an incline so sweet 



Or that the evening dew had pearl'd their tresses, 

He feels a moisture on his cheek, and blesses 

With lips that ti'emble, and with glistening eye, 

All the soft Iflxurj' 

That nestled in bis arms. A dimpled hand. 

Fair as some wonder out of fairy land. 

Hung from his shoulder like the drooping flowers 

Of whitest Cassia, fresh from summer showers : 

And this he fondled with his happy cheek. 
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As if for joy he would no further seek : 
Wlion (he kind voice of good Sir Clerimond 
Came to bis ear, like something from he^ond 
Hia present being ; so lie gentty drew 
IlJ9 warm arms, thrilling now with pulses new, 
From their sweet thrall, and forward gently bending, 
Tliank'd Heaven that his joy was never-endinff ; ' 
While 'gaJuat hia forehead he devoutly presi'd " 
A hand Heaven made to succour tlie distress'd ; 
A hand that from the woi-ld's bleak promontory 
Had lifted Calidore for deeds of Glory. 

Amid the p£^s, and the torches' glare, 
There stood a knight, patting the flowing hair 
Of his proud horse's mane : no was withal 
A man of elegance, and stature tall : 
Su that (he waving of his plumes would be 
High as the berries of a wild ash-lree. 
Or as the winged cap of Mercury. 
His armour was so dexterously wrought 
In shape, that sure no living man had thought 
It hard and heavy steel : but that indeed 
It was some glorious form, some splendid weed. 
In which a spirit new come from the skies 
Might live, and show itself to human eyes, 
'Tis the fai^famed, the brave Sir Gondibert, 
Said the good man to Calidore alert; 
"While the young warrior with a step of grace 
Came up, — a (iourtlv smile upon his face, 
And mailed hand held out, ready to greet 
The lai^e-eyed wonder, and ambitious heat 
Of the aspiring boy ; who as he led 
Those smihng kdLes, often tu^n'd his head 
To admire the visor arch'd so gracefully 
Over a knightly brow ; while they went by 
The lamps that from the higb-roof'd hall were 

pendent, 
And gave the steel a shining quite transcendent. 
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Soon ill a pleasant chamber they are seated, 
The sweet-lipp'd ladies have already greeted 
All the green leaves that round the window clamber, 
To show their purple stars, and bells of amber. 
Sir Gondibert has iJoft''d his shining st«el, 
Gladdening in the free and airy feel 
Of a linht mantle ; and while Olevimond 
Is looking round about him with a fond 
And placid eye, yaung Calidore is burning 
To hear of knightly deeds, and gallant spurning 
Of all un worthiness; and hoff tfie strong of arm 
Kept olT dismay, and terror, and alarm 
From lovely woman ; while brimful of this. 
He gave each damsel's hand so warm a kias. 
And had sueh manlv ardour in his eye. 
That eaoh at other look.'d hatf-staringly : 
And then tbeir features started into smiles, 
$weet as blue heavens o'er enchanted isles. 
Softly the breezes from the forest came. 
Softly they blew aside the taper's flame ; 
Clear was the song from Philomel's far bower; 
Grateftil the ineense from the lime-tree flower ; 
Mysterious, wild, the far-heard trumpet's tone ; 
Lovely (he moon in ether, all alone : 
Sweet too the oonverse of these happy mortals. 
As that of busy spirits when the portals 
Are closing in the West : or that soft humming 
We hear around when Hesperus is coniinj;. 
Sweet be their sleep 
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TO SOME LADIES, 



WHAT though, while the wonders of oature 
exploring, 
X cannot your light, mazy footsteps attend ; 
Nor listen to accents, tliat almost adoring. 
Bless Cjnthia's face, the enthusiast's iriend : 

Yet over the steep, whence the mountain-stream 
rushes. 
With you, kindest friends, in idea I rove : 
Mark the clear tumbling crystal, Its passionate 

Ila spray, that a wild flower kindly bedews. 

WhyHngerye so, the wild labyrinth stralhng? 

Why breathless, unable your bliss to declare? 
Ah ! you list to the nightingale's tender condoling, 

KesponMve to sylphs, in the moon-beamy air. 

'!n3 morn, and the flowers with dew are yet droop- 
ing. 

I see you are treading the verge of the sea : 
And now ! ah, 1 see it — you just now are stooping 

To pick up the keepsake intended for me. 

If a cherub, on pinions of silver descending. 

Had brought me a gem from the fretwork of 
Heaven ; 
And smiles with his star-cheering voice sweetly 
blending. 
The blessings of Tighe had melodiously given; 
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It had not created a warmer emotion 

Than the present, fair nympha, I was blest with 

Than the shell, from the bright golden sands of the 



For, indeeci, 'tis a sweet and peculiar pleasure, 
(And blissful is he who such happiness finds,) 

To possess but a span of the hour of leisure 
lu elegant, pure, and aerial minds. 



H 



AST thou from (he, caves of Golconda, a 
Pure as the ice-drop that froze on the i 



Bright as the huraming-bird's green diadem, 

When it flutters in sunbeams that shine through 
a fountain ? 

Hast thou a gobiet ftr dark sparkling wine ? 

That goblet right heavy, and massy, and gold ? 
And splendidly mark'd with tho story divine 

Of Armida the fair, and Rinaldo tlie bold ? 

Hast thou a steed with a mane richly flowing? 

Hast thou a sword that thine enemy's smart is '! 
Hast thou a trumpet rich melodies blowing ? 

And wear'st thou the shield of the famed Bri- 
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Is it a aoarf that thy fair lady gave ? 

And hastest thou now to that fair lady's bower ? 

Ah! courteous Sir Knight, with large joy thou art 

Full many the glories that brigliten thy youth I 
I will telt thei! tny blissea, whieli rielily abound 
In magieal powers to bless and to soothe. 

On this scroll thou seest written in oharacters fair 
A aun-beamiug tale of a wreath, and a chain : 

And, warrior, it nurtures the property rare 

Of charming my mind from the trammeU of pain. 

This canopy mark : 'tis the work of a fay ; 

Beneath its rich shade did King Oberon languish. 
When lovely Titania was far, far away. 

And cruelly lefl him to sorrow and anguish. 

There, oCl would he bring from his so(l>sigbing lute 
Wild strains to which, spell-bound, the nightin- 
gales listcn'd ! 
The wondering spirits of Heaven were mute. 
And tears 'mong the dewdrops of morning oft 
glistea'd. 

In this little dome, all those melodies strange, 
Soft, plaintive, and melting, for ever wiUsigh; 

Nor e'er will the notes from their tenderness change. 
Nor e'er will the muac of Oberon die. 

So when I am in a voluptaous vein, 

I pillow my head on the sweets of the rose, 

And list to the tale of the wreath, and the chain, 
Till its echoes depart; then I sink to repose. 

Adieu! valiant Ei'ic ! with joy thou art crown'd. 
Full many the glories that brighten thy youth, 
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TO . 

HADST thou lived in dajs of (AA, 
O wliat wonders had been told 
Of thy lively (.-ountenance. 
And thy humid eyes, that dance 
In the midst of their oivn brightness, 
In the very fiine of lightness; 
Over whieh thine eyebrows, leaning, 
Kcture oot each lovely meaning : 
In a dainty bend they he. 
Like the streaks across the sky. 
Or the feathers from a crow. 
Fallen on a bed of snow. 
Of thy dark hair, that extends 
Into many graceful bends : 
As the leaves of hellebore 
Turn to whence they aprone before. 
And behind each ample curl 
Peeps the richness of a pearL 
Downward too Hows many a tress 
With a glossy waviness, 
Full, and round like "lobes that rise 
From the censer to the skies 
Through sunny linir. Add too, the 
Of thy lionied voice ; the neatness 
Of thine ankle lif^htly turn'd : 
With those beauties scarce discem'd. 
Kept with such sweet privacy. 
That they seldom meet the eye 
Of the little Loves that fly 
Round about with eager pry. 
Saving when with freshening lave. 
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Thou (lipp'st theiu in tlie taintless wave ; 
Like twin water-lilies, born 
lu tlio coolness of Ciie moin. 
O, if thou hadst breather! then, 
Now till! Muses liad been ten. 
Coulcist tliou wish lor lineage higher 
Than twin-aster of Thalia? 

Will I call the Graces four. 

Hadat thou lived when chivalry 

Lifled up her lance on high, 

Tell me what thou wouldst have been ? 

Ah ! I see the silver sheen 

Of thy broiderM-floating vest 

Covering half thine ivory breast : 

Which, Heavens ! I should see, 

But that cruel Destiny 

lias placed a golden cuirass there. 

Keeping secret what is fair. 

Like sunbeams in a cloudlet nested. 

Thy locks in knightly casque are rested : 

O'er which bend four milky plumes. 

Like the gentle lily's blooms 

Springing from a costly vase. 

See with what a stately pace 

Comes thine alabaster steed ; 

Servant of heroic deed ! 

O'er his loins, his trappings glow 

Like the northern lights on snow. 

Mount his back I thy swonl iinsheath ! 

Sign of the enchanter's death' 

Bane of every wicked spell; 

Silencer of dragon's yell. 

Alas ! thou this wilt never do ; 

Thou art an enchantress too. 

And wilt surely never spill 

Blood of those whose eyes can kilL 
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W". 



When no Jair dreams before my "mind's eye" flii 
And the bare heath of life presents no btoom ; 
Sweet Hope ! etli«real balm upon me shed, 
And wavu thj- silver pinions o'er my head. 



il keep that liend Despondence far doof. 

Should Disappointment, parent of Despair, 
Strive for her son to seize my careless heart 

When, like a cloud, he sits upon the air, 
Preparing on Ma spell-tounfl ptey to <lan : 

Chase him away, sweet Hope, with visage bright, 

And fright him, as the morning frightens night ! 

Whene'er the fate of those I hold most dear 
Tells to my fearful breast a tale of sorrow, 

O bright-eyi'd Hope, my morbid fancy cheer ; 
Let me awhile thy siveetest comforts borrow : 

Thy heaven-born radiance around me shed, 

And wave thy silver pinions o'er my head I 

Should o'er unhappy love my bosom pain, 
Fi'Om cruel parents, or relentless fair, 

O let niu think it is not quite in vain 
To sii^li out sonnets to tlie midnight air 1 

Sweet Hope ! ethereal balm upon me shed. 

And wave thy ulver pinions o'er my head. 
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In the long visla of the years to roll, 

Let me not see our country's honour fade I 

O let me aee our land retwn her 90ul ! 
Her pride, her freedom ; and not freedom's sha 

From th)' bright eyea unusual brightness shed — 

Beneath thy pinions canopy my head ! 

Let me not see the patriot's high bequest. 
Great liberty 1 how great in plain attire! 

With tlie base purple of a coart oppress'd, 
Bowing lier head, and rttady to expire ; 

But let me see thee stoop from Heaven on wingj 

That fill the sties with silver g''" ' ' 



And as, in sparkling majesty, a star 

Gilds the bright summit of some gloomy cloud ; 
Brightening the half-veil'd face of heaven afar : 

So, when dark thoughts my boding spirit sliroud, 
Sweet Hope ! eelestialinfluente round me shed, 
Waving thy silver pinions o'er my bead. 

February, 18 IE. 



IMITATION OF SPENSER. 



NOW morning fiiim her orient chamber came 
And her iirst foot-steps touch'd a verdant 
hill : 
Crowning its lawny crest with amber flame. 
Silvering the untainted gushes of its rill ; 
Wiiith, pure from mossy beils, did down distil, 
And after parting bells of simple flowers. 
By many streams a little lake did fill, 
Whicb round its marge reflected woven bowers, 
And, in its middle spate, a sky that never lowers. 
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There die kingfisher saw his plumage bright, 
Vying with fish of brilliant dye below ; 
Whose silken fiiia' and golden scales' light 
Cast, upwarf, throngh the waves, a ruby glow ; 
There saw the swan his nact of arched snow, 
And oiir'd himself along with majesty; 
Sparkled his jetty eyes; hia feet did show 
Beneath the waves IDce Afric'e ebony, 
And on his back a fay reclined voluptuously. 

Ah ! could I tell the wonders of an isle 
That in that fairest lake bad placed been, 
I could e'en Dido of her gvief beguile ; 
Or rob from a^d Lear his bitter teen : 

Of all that ever oharm'd romantic eye : 
Tt seem'd an emerald in the silyer sheen 
Of the bright waters ; or as when on high. 
Through clouds of fleecy white, laughs the c<b 
lean sky. 

And all around it dipp'd laxuriousl}' 
Slojiings of verdure through the glossy tide, 
Which, SB it were in gentle amity, 
Ejppled delighted up the flowery side ; 
As if to glean the ruddy tears it tried, 
Which fell profusely from the rose-tree stem I 
Haply it was the workings of its pride,. 
In strife to throw upon the shore a gem 
Outvying all the buds in Flora's diadem. 



Woman ! wlien I behold thee flippant, vain, 
Inconstant, childish, proud, and full of fancies ; 
Without that modest softening that enhances 

The downcast eye, repentant ot the pain 
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That its mild light eieates to heal again ; 

E'eij tlitin, elale, my spirit leaps and prances, 

E'en then my soul with exultation dances 
For tliat to love, ho long, Tve tlonnant lain : 
But when I see thee meek, and kind, and lender. 

Heavens ! how desperately do I adore 
Tliy winning graces ; — to be thy defender 

I hotly burn — to be a Calidoie — 
A very Eted Cross Knight ^ a stout Loander — 

Might I be loved by thee like these of yore. 

Light feet, dark violet eyes, and parted hair ; 

Soft dimpled hands, white neck, and creamy 
breast; 

Are things on which the dazzled senses rest 
Till the fond, fixed eyes, forget they stare. 
From sueh fine pictures, Heavens ! I eannot dare 

To turn my admiration, though unpossess'd 

They be of what is worthy, — though not drest, 
In lovely modesty, and virtues rare. 
Yet these I leave as thoughtless as a lark ; 

These lures I straight forget, — e'en ere I dine. 
Or thrice my palate liioisten : but when 1 mark 

Such charms with mild intelligences shine, 
My ear is open like a greedy shark. 

To catch the tunings of a voice divine. 

Ah I who can e'er forget so fair a being 7 
Who can for^t her half-retiring sweets ? 
God ! she is hke a milk-white lamb that bleats 
For man's protection. Surely the All-seeing, 
Who joys to see ub with his gifts agreeing, 
Will never give him pinions, who intreata 
Such innocence to ruin,— who vilely cheats 
A dove-like bosom. lu truth there is no freeing 
One's thoughts from such a beauty ; when I hear 

A lay that once \ saw her hand awake, 
Her form seems floating palpable, and near : 
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Had I e'er seen her from an arbour take 
A dcwv flower, oft would that hand appear. 

And o'er roy eyes the trembling moisture shake. 



ODE TO A NIGHTINGALE. 

MX heart aches, and a drows)' numbness pains 
My sense, as though of bemlouk 1 had drunk, 
Or emptied soma dull opiate to the drains 
One minute pasi, and Lethe-wards had sunk : 
'Ta not through envy of thy happy lot, 
But beino; too happy in tliy happiness, — 
That thou, light-wiuged Dryad of the trees, 
In some melodious plot 
Of beechen green, and shadows numberless, 
Singest of summer in full-throated ease. 

for a draught of vintage, that hath been 

CooI'd a long age in the deep-delved earth, 
Tastitig of Flora and the country-gi-een. 

Dance, and Provencal song, and sun-burnt 
mirth I 
O for a beaker full of the warm South, 
Full of the ti'ue, the blushful Hippocrene, 
With beaded bubbles winking at the brim, 
And purple-stained mouth ; 
That I might drink, and leave the world unseen. 
And with thee fade away into the foi'est dim : 

Fade far away, dissolve, and quite foi^t 

What thou among the leaves hast never known. 

The Tvearinesa, the fever, and the fret 

Here, where men sit and hear each other groan ; 

Where palsy shakes a tew, sad, last gray hairs, 
Where youth grows pale, and spectre-thin, and 
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Where but to think is to be full of sorrow 
Aud leaden-eyed despairs; 
Where beauty cannot keep her lustrous eyes, 
Or new Love pine at tbem beyond to-morrow. 

Away ! away I for 1 will fly to thee, 

Not oliarioted by Bacchus and his pards, 
But on the viewless wings of Poesy, 

Though the dull brain perplexes and retards : 
Already with thee ! tender is the night, 

And haply the Queen-Moon is on her throne, 
Cluster'd around by all her stavvy Fays ; 
But here there is no light. 
Save what from heaven is with the breezes blown 
Through verdurous glooms and winding mossy 

I cannot see what flowers are at iny feet. 

Nor what soU inceuse hangs upon the boughs, 
Bat, in embalmed darkness, guess each sweet 

Wherewith the seasonable month endows 
The grass, the thicket, and the fruit-tree wild; 
White hawthorn, and the pastoral eglantine; 
Past-fading violets covei'd up in leaves ; 
And mid-May's eldest ehild, 
The coming mosk-rose, full of dewy wine, 

IS haunt of flies on summer eves- 



Darkling I listen ; and for many a time 

I havt! been half in love with easeful Death, 
CalI'd him sofl names in maxiy a mused rhyme. 

To take into the air my quiet breath ; 
Now more than ever seems it rich to die. 
To cease upon the midnight with no pain, 
While thou art pouring forth thy soul abroad 
In such an ecstasy ! 
Still wouldst thou sing, and I have ears in vain — 
To thy high requiem become a sod. 
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Thou waat not born for duath, jminortal Bird! 

No huiiwry generations tread thee down ; 
The voice I hear this passing night was heard 

In anuieut daya by emperor and vlown : 
Perhaps tlie self^anio song that found a path 

Through the sad heart of Euth, when sick for 

She stood in tears amid the alien corn ; 
The same that oft-times hath 
Charm'd magii; oasements, opening on the foam 
Of perilous seas, in fai^ry lands forlorn. 

Forlorn 1 (he very word is like a bell 

To toll me back ijoqi thee to my sole self I 
Adien \ the fancy cannot cteat so ivell 
As sliu is famed to do, deceiving elf- 
Adieu 1 adieu I thy pl^ntive anthem fades 
Fast the near meadows, over the still stream, 
Up the hill-side ; and now 'tis buried deep 
In the next valley-glades : 
Was it a vision, or a waking dream ? 
Fled is that music : — do I wake or sleep 7 



ODE ON A GRECIAN URN. 

THOU still unravish'd bride of quietness ! 
Thou foster-child of Silence and slow Time, 
Sylvan historian, who canst thus express 
A flowery tale more sweetly than our rhyme : 
What leaf-fringed legend haunts about thy shape 
Of deities or mortals, Or of both. 

In Tempe or the dales of Arcady ? 
What men or goils are these? what maidens loath? 
What mad pursuit? What strugale to escape ? 

What pipes and timbrels ? what wild ecstasy ? 
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Heard melodies are sweet, but those unheard 

Are sweeter ; therefore, j'e soil pipes, play on ; 
Not to the seDsual ear, but, more endear d 

Pipe to the spirit ditties of no tone : 
Fair youth, beneath the trees, thou eanst not leave 

Thy song, nor ever can tbose trees be bare ; 
Bold Lover, never, never, canst thou kiss, 
Thoufjh winning near the goal — yet, do not grieve ; 
She cannot fade, though thou hast not thy bliss, 

For ever wilt thou love, and she be fair ! 

Ah, happy, happj- boughs I that cannot sbed 

Your leaves, nor ever bid the Spring adieu ; 
And, happy melodist, unwearied. 

For ever piping songs for ever new ; 
More happy level more happy, happy love ! 

For ever warm, and still Ijd be enjoy'd. 
For ever panting and for ever young ; 
All breathing human passion far above. 

That leaves a heart high sorrowful and eloy'd, 
A burning forehead, and a parcbing tongue. 

Who arc these coming to the sacrifice 1 

To that green altar, O mysterious priest, 
Lead'st thou that heifer lowing at the skies, 

And all her silken flanks with garlands drest ? 
What little town by river or sca-sbore, 

Or mounttun-built with peaceful citadel, 
la emptied of its folk, this pioua morn ? 
Ah ! little town, thy streets for evermore 

ffift s'llent "be ; anfl not a sou^ to tih 
Why thou art desolate, can e'er return. 

Attic shape 1 Fair attitude ! with brede 
Of marble men and maidens overwrought. 

With ibrest branches and the trodden weed ; 
Thou, silent form 1 dost tease us out of thought 

As doth eternity : Cold Pastoral I 
17 
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When old age shall this generation waste. 

Thou shall remain, in midst of other woe 
Than om-a, a friend to man, to whom thou say'st, 
" Beautj' is truth, truth beauty," — that is all 

Ye know on eartli, and all ye need to know. 







ODE TO PSYCHE. 

GODDESS ! hear these tuneless numliwrs 

By sweet enforcement and remembranee dear, 
And pardon that thy secreta should be sung, 

Even into thine own sofWonehed ear : 
Surely I dreamt to-day, or did I see 

The winged Psyclic with awaken'd eyes ? 
I wander'U in a forest thoughtlessly, 

And, on the sadden, fainting with surprise. 
Saw two fair creatures, couuhed side by side 

In deepest grass, beneath the whisperin" roof 

Of leaves and trembled blossoms, where there ran 
A brooklet, scarce espied ; 
'Mid hush'd, cool-rooted flowers fragrant-eyed. 

Blue, silvei^white, and bndded l^rian, 
They lay calm-breathing on the bedded grass ; 

Their aims embraced, and their pinions too ; 

Their lips touch'd not, but had not bade adieu, 
As if disjomed by soft-handed slumber. 
And ready still past kisses to outnumber 

At tender eye-dawn of aurorean love : 
Tlie winged boy I knew ; 

But who wast thou, O happy, happy dove ? 
His Psyche true ! 
latest-born and loveliest vision far 

Of all Olympos' faded hierarchy 1 
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a than Plicebu'3 sappbire-region'il star, 
Or Vesptir, amotous glow-worm of the skj ; 



Furer than tbesii, though temple thou bast n 

Nor alta 
Nor Virgin -uhoir 



Nor altar beari'd with flowers ; 



tJ^on the midnight hours \ 
No voice, no lute, no pipe, no incense sweet 

From cbain-swung eeneer tfieming ; 
No shrine, no grove, no oracle, no heat 

Of pa!e-mouth'd prophet dreaming. 

brightest I though too late for antique vowa, 
Too, too late for the fond believing lyre. 

When holy were the haunted forest boughs, 
Holy the air, the water, and the five ; 

Yet even in these days so far retired 
From happy pieties, thy lucent fens. 
Fluttering among the faint Olympians, 

1 see, and sing, by my own eyes inspired. 

So let me be thy choir, and make a moan 

Upon the midnight hours 1 

Thy voice, thy hite, thy pipe, thy incense sweet 

From swinged ccneer teeming: 
Thy shrine, thy grave, thy orade, thy heat 

Of pale-moutb'd prophet dreaming. 

Yes, I will be thy priest, and build a fane 
In some untrodden region of my mind. 
Where branched thoughts, new-grown with pleasant 

Instead of pines shall murmur in the wind : 
Far, far around shall those dark-clustet'd trees 

Fledge the wild-ridged mountsuns steep by steep ; 
And there by zephyrs, streams, and birds, and bees, 

The moss-lain Dryads shall be lull'd to sleep ; 
And in the midst of this wide quietness 
A rosy sanctuary will 1 dress 
With till! wreathed trellis of a working briun. 

With buds, and bells, and stai's without a name, 
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With all thsi aardeiiei' Fancy e'ur could feign, 

Wbo breeding flow«re,willnever breed tfaesa 
An il tliere xliall be for thee all soft delight 

Tliat shadowy thought eaii win, 
A brinht torth, and a oasement ope at night, 

To let the waim Love in I 



I-ANCY. 

EVER let the Fancy roam, 
Pleasure never is at home : 
At a toueh sweet Pleasure melteth, 
Like to bubbles when rain pelteth ; 
Then let winged Fancy wander 
Through the thoucht still spread beyond her : 
Open wide the mind's cage-door, 
Shell dart forth, and cloudward soar. 
sweet Fanuy ! let her loose ; 
Sommer'B joya are spoilt by use. 
And the enjoying of the Spring 
Fades as does its blossoming : 
Autumn's rod-lipp'd fruitage too, 
Blushing through the mist and dew, 
Cloys with tasting ; What do then ? 
Sit thee by the ingle, when 
The sear'tagot blazes bright, 
Spiiit of a winter's nighl ; 
When the soundless earth is muffled, 
And the caked snow is shuffled 
From the ploushboy's heavy shoon ; 
When the Sight doth meet the Noon 
In a dark conspiracy 
To banish Even from her sfcy. 
Sit thee there, and send abroad, 
With a mind self-overawed, 
Fancy, high-commission'd : — send her I 
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She has vassals to attend her : 
She will bnng, in spito of frost, 
Beauties that the earth hath lost ; 
She will hring thee, all togethci". 
All delights of sumuiuv weather; 
All the buds atic] bells of May, 
From dewy sward or thorny spray ; 
All the heaped Autumn's wealth. 
With a still, my Prions steallli ; 
She will mix these pleasures up 
Like three fit wines in a oup, 
And thou shait quaff it : — ■ tliou ahalt 
Distant harvest-carols clear; 
Eustle of the reaped com ; 
Sweet birds antheming the morn ; 
And, in the same moment — hark I 
'Tis the eariy April lark, 
Or the rooks, with busy caw, 
Foif^ing for sticks and straw. 
Thou shalt, at one glance, behold 
The daisy and the marigold ; 
White-plumed lilies, and the first 
Hedge-grown primrose that hath bursi 
Shaded hyacinth, alway 
Sapphire queen of the mid-May ; 
And every leaf, and every flower 
Pearled with the self-same shower. 
'Oion shalt see the field-mouse peep 
Meagre from its celled sleep ; 
And the snake all winlcr-tbin 
Cast on sunny bank its skin ; 
Freckled nest e^s thou shalt see 
Hatclung in the hawthorn-tree, 
When the hea-bu^'s wing doth rest 
Quiet on her mossy nest ; 
Then the hurry and alarm 
Wben the bee-hive casts its swarm ; 
Acoriis ripe down-pattering 
While the autumn breezes ^ng. 
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Oh, Eweet Faucj ! let her loosu ; 
Every tbiiig is spoilt hy ose ; 
WUero'a the cheek that doth not fade, 
Top luuoh gazed at 1 Where's the maid 
Whose lip mature is ever new V 
Where'a the eye, however blue, 
Doth not weary ? Where's the face 
One would meet in every place ? 
Where's the voice, however soft. 
One would hear so very oft ? 
At a touch sweet Pleasure melteth 
Like to bubbles when raiit peltetb. 
Let, then, winged Fancy find 
Thee a mistress (o tby nund : 
Dulcet^yed as Ceres' daughter 
Ere the God of Torment taught her 
How to frown and how to cbide ; 
With a waist and with a side 
White as Hebe's, when her zone 
Slipt its golden clasp, and down 
Pell her Mrtle to her feet. 
While she held the goblet eweet, 
And Jove grew languid. — Break the mesh 
Of the Fancy's silken leash ; 
Quickly break her prison-string. 
And such joys as these she'll bring. — 
Let the winged Fancy roam, 
Pleasure never is at home. 



ODE. 

BARDS of Passion and of Mirth, 
Ye have left your souls on earth ! 
Have ye souls in heaveLi too, 
Double-lived in rcf^ions new ? 
Yes, and those of hea 
With the spheres of si 
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With the noise of fountMns wondrous. 
And the parle a{ voices thuud'rous ; 
With the whisper of heaTcn's trees 
And one another, in soft ease 
Seated on Elysian lawns 
Browsed by none hat Dian's fawns ; 
Underneath lar^ blue-bells tented, 
Where the daisies aru roae-scented, 
And the rose herself has got 
Perfume which on earth is not ; 
Where the nightingale doth aing 
Not a senseless, tranced tiling, 
Bat divine melodious truth ; 
Philosophic numbers smooth ; 
Tales and golden histories 
Of heaven and its mysteries. 

Thus ye live on high, and then 
On the earth ja Uto agfun ; 
And the souls ye leil Mhind you 
Teach us, here, the way to find you, 
Where your other souls are joying. 
Never sluniber'd, never cloyina;. 
Here, your earth-horn souls still speak 
To mortals, of their little week ; 
Of their sorrows and delights ; 
Of their passions and thoir spites ; 
Of- their glory and'their shame ; 
What doth strengthen and what maim. 
Thus ye teach us, every day, 
Wisdom, though fled far away. 

Bards of Passion and of Mirth, 
Ye have left your souls on earth ! 
Te have sotils in heaven too. 
Double-lived in regions new ! 
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TO AUTUMN. 

SEASON of mists and mellow fruitfulneas ! 
Close bosom-friend of the maturing sun ; 
Conspiring with hiin hom to load and bless 
With fruit the vines that round the thateh-cavos 

To bond with applea the moss'd eottage-trees, 
And fill all fruit with ripeness to the cove ; 

To swell the goui'd, and plump the haze! shells 
With a sweet kernel | to set budding more, 
And still more, later floirers for the bees, 
Until they tliink warm days will never cease, 

For Summer has o'er-brimm'd their clammy 

Who hath not seen thee oft amid thy store ? 

Sometimes whoever seeks abroad may find 
Thee sitting careless on a granary tloor, 

"" -'--^ - "'■- dbythewinn " 



Thy hair soft-lifted by the winnowing wind ; 
Or on a half-rcap'd furrow sound asleep, 
Drowsed with the fume of poppies, while thy 

Spares the next swath and all its twined 
dowel's i 
And sometime like a gleaner thou dost beep 
Steady thv laden head suTom a brook ; 
Or by a cider-pross, with patient look. 

Thou watchost the last oozinga, hours by hours. 

Where are the songs of Spring f Ay, where arc 
tliey ? 
Think not of them, tliou hast thy music too, 
While barred clouds bloom the soft-dying day. 
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Aud touch the stubble-plains with lo^y hac ; 
Then in a wilful choir the small gnats mourn 
Amon^ the river sallows, borno aloft 

Or sinking a? the light wind lives or dies ; 

And full-^^rown lambs loud bleat from hilly bourn ; 

Hedge-critkets sing ; and now with treble soft 

The redbreast whistles from a garden-crott. 

And gathering swallows twitter in the skies. 



ODE ON MELAKCHOLY. 



w 



Nor suffer thy pale forehead to be kiss'd 

By nightshade, ruby grape of Proserpine ; 
Make not your rosary ol yew-berries, 

Nor let the beetle, nor the death-moth be 
Your mournful Psyche, nor the downy owl 
A partner in your sorrow's mysteries ; 

For shade to shade will come too drowsily. 
And drown the wakeful anguish cS the souL 

But when the melancholy lit shall fall 

Sudden fraii heave^ like a weeping cloud, 
HiBt fosters the droop-headed fiowers alt. 

And bides the green hill in an April shroud ; 
Then glut thy sorrow on a morning rose. 

Or on the rainbow of the salt sand-wave. 
Or on the wealth of globed peonies ; 
Or if thy mistress some rich anger shovfs, 

Emprison her soft hand, and let her rave. 
And feed deep, deep upon her peerless eyes. 

She dwells with Beauty — Beauty that must die ; 
And Joy, whose hand is ever at bis lips 
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Bidding adieu ; and acbing Pleasure Digb, 
Turtiiii" to poison irhile the bee-mouth sips : 

Ay, in the very temple of Delight 

Veil'd Melancholy has her sovran slirine, 
Though seen of none save him whose 

Can burst Joy's grape ag^nst hia palate fine 
His soul shall t^tc the sadness of her might, 
And be among her cloudy trophies hung. 



LIHES ON THE MEEAIAID TAVERN. 

SOULS of poets dead and gone, 
What Elysium have ye known, 
Happy field or mossy cavern, 
Choicer than the Mermaid Tavern ? 
Have ye dppled drink more fine 
Than mine host's Canary wine 'i 
Or are fruits of Paradise 
Sweeter than those diunty pies 
Of venison ? O generous food ! 
Drest as though bold Robin Hood 
Would, with his maid Marian, 
Sup and bowse from horn and can. 

I have heard that on a day 
Mine host's sign-board lieiv away. 
Nobody knew whither, till 
An astrologer's old quill 
To a sheepskin gave the story, — 
S^d he saw you in your glory, 
Underneath a new old-sign 
Sipping beverage divine. 
And pled^ng with contented smack 
The Mermaid in the Zodiac. 
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Souls of poets dead and gone, 
What Elysium have ye known, 

Clioioer than the Mermaid Tavern? 



EOBIW HOOD. 

NO ! those days are gone away, 
And their hours are old and gray, 
And their minutes buried all 
Under the down-trodden pall 
Of the leaves of many years : 
Many times have Winter's shears, 
Frozen North, and chilling East, 
Sounded tempests to the feast 
Of the forest's whispering fleeces. 
Since men knew nor rent nor leases. 

No, the bugle sounds no more, 
And the twanging bow no more; 
Silent is the ivory shrill 
Past the heath and up the hill ; 
There is no mid-forest laugh. 
Where lone Echo gives the half 
To some wight, amazed to hear 
Jesting, deep in forest drear. 

On the fairest time of June 
Tou may go, with sun or moon. 
Or the seven stars to light you, 
Or the polar ray to right you ; 
But you never may behold 
Little John, or Robin bold ; 
Sever one, of ail the clan, 
Thrumming on an empty can. 
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Somi! old hunting ditty, while 
He doth h[s green way beguile 
To fair hostess Merriinunt, 
Down beside the pasture Trent; 
For he left the iiierrj tale, 
Messenger for spicy ale. 

Gone, the merry moms din ; 
Gone, the song of Gamclyn ; 
Gone, the tough-belted outlaw 
Idling in the " grcene shawe ; " 
AH are gone away and past ! 
And if Robin should be cast 
Sudden from his tufted grave, 
And if Marian should have 
Once again her forest days. 
She would weep, and he would craze: 
He would swear, for all his oaks, 
Fall'n beneath the douk-yard strokes. 
Have rotted on the briny seas ; 
She would weep that her wild bees 
Sano not to her — strange ! that honey 
Can t bo got without harf money ! 



Honour i< 


J the old bow-string 1 


Honour t 


the bugle hom ! 


Honour t 


the woods unshorn ! 


Honour t 


the Lincoln green ! 




the arc:her keen 1 


Honour b 


tisht Little John, 


And the horse he rode upon ! 
Honour to bold Eobin Hood, 


Sleeping 


in the underwood I 


Honour t 


Maid Marian, 


And to all the Sherwood clan 1 


Though their days have hurried by. 


Let us tn 


■0 a burden try. 
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SLEEP AND rOETEY. 

[As I enppoBe) hod more of 



nr n' as erthly wight 



w 



gentle than a wind in summ 
■e soothing than the pretty h 



That stays one moment in an open flower, 
And buzzes cheerily from bower to bower ? 
Wbat is more tranquil than a musk'rose blowing 
In a green island, far from all men's knowing ? 
More healthful than the leafiness of dales ? 
More secret than a nest of nightingales ? 
More serene than Cordetia'a countenance f 
More full of yi^oua than a hi^h romance ? 
What, but thee, Sleep ? Soft closer of our eyes ! 
Low murmiirer of tender lullabies ! 
Light hoverev around our happy piliows ! 
Wroather of poppy buds, and weeping wiUows ! 
Silent entangler of a beauty's tresses f 
Most happy listener I when the morning blesses 
Thee for enlivening all the cheerful eyes 
That glance so brightly at the new sun-riae. 

But what is higher beyond tliought than thee ? 
Fresher than berries of a, nioun(mn-tree ? 
More stranne, more beautiful, more smooth, moi 

Than winirs of swans, than doves, than dim-see 

eagle ? 
What is it? And to what shall I compare it ? 
It has a glory, and nought else can share it ; 
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The thought thereof is awful, swuet, and holy. 
Chasing away all moridlioes^ and folly ; 
Coming sometimes like feai-fiil claps of thunder ; 
Or the low rumblings earth's regions under ; 

Of all the secrets of some wondrous thing 
That breathes about us in tlie vacant air ; 
So that we look around with prying stare, 
Perhaps to see shapes of light, aenal limning : 
And catch soft floatings from a faint-heard hymn- 
To see the laurel- wreath, on high suspended. 
That ia to crown our name when life is ended. 
Sometimes it gives a glory to the voice. 
And from the heart up-sprin^, rejoice ! rdoice ! 
Sounils which will reach the Framer of all tilings. 
And die away in ardent matterings. 

^o one w!io once Che gtorious sun has seen, 
And all the clouds, and felt his bosom clean 
For his great Maker's presence, but must know 
What 'tis I mean, and feel his being glow : 
Therefore no insult will I give his spirit. 
By telling what he sees from native merit, 

O Poesy ! for thee I hold my pen. 
That am not yet a glorious denizen 
Of thy wide heaven — should I rather kneel 
Upon some mountain-top iinljl I feel 
A glowing splendour round about me hang. 
And echo back the voice of thine own tongue ? 
O Poesy I for thee I grasp my pen. 
That am not jet a friorioua denizen 
Of thy wide heaven ; yet, to my ardent prayer, 
Yield from thjf sanctuary some clear air, 
Smooth'd for intoxication by the breath 
Of flowering bays, that I may die a death 
Of luxury, and my young spirit follow 
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The morning sunbeams to the great Apollo, 

Like a. frtah aaurifice; or, if I can bear 

The o'etwliclming Eweels, 'twill bring me to the fair 

Visions of all places : a bowery nook 

Will be el3"Mum — an eternal book 

Whence I may copy many a lovely saying 

About the leaves, and flowers — about the playing 

Of nymphs in woods, and fountains; and the shade 

Keeping a silence round a sleeping maid; 

And many a verse from so strange influence 

That we must ever wonder how, and whence 

It came. Also ims^inings will hover 

Kound my fire-side, and oaply there discover 

Vistas of solemn beauty, where I'd. wander 

In happy silence, like tb.e clear Meander 

Through its lone vales ; and where I found a spot 

Of anfuUer shade, or an enchanted grot, 

Or a green hill o'erspread with chequer'd di'esa 

Of flowers, and fearful from its lov^ness, 

Write on my tablets all that was permitted. 

All that was for our human senses fitted. 

Then the events of this wide world I'd seize 

Like a strong giant, and my spirit tease 

Till at its shoulders it should proudly see 

Wings to find out an innnortality. 

Stop and consider ! life is but a day ; 
A fragile dewdrop on its perilons way 
From a tree's summit ; a poor Indian's sleep 
While his boat hastens to the monstrous steep 
Of Montmorenci. Why so sad a moan ? 
Life is the rose's hope while yet unblown ; 
The reading of an ever-changing tale ; 
The light uplifting of a maiden's veil ; 
A pigeon tumbling in cltar summer air ; 
A laughing school-boy, without grief or care, 
Riding the springy branches of an elm. 
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O for ten years, tliat I may oienvhelio 
Myself in poesy ! so 1 may do the deed 
That my own soul has to itself decreed. 
Then I will pass the countries that I see 
In long perspective, and continually 
Taste thdr pare founiains. First th« realm Pll pasa 
Of Flora, and Old Fan ; sleep in the grass, 
Feed upon apples red, and strawberries, 
And choose each pleasure that mj- fancy aees, 
Catch the white-handed nymphs m shady places, 
To woo sweet kisses from averted faces — ■ 
Play with their finfrers, touch their shoulders whila 
Into a pretty shrinking with a bite 
As hard as lips can make it ; till agreed, 
A lovely tale of human life well read. 
And one will teach a tame dove how it best 
May fan the cool air gently o'er my rest : 
Another, bending o'er her nimble tread. 
Will set a green robe floating round her head, 
And still will dance with ever-varied ease, 
Smiling upon the doners and the trees: 
Another will entice me on, and on. 
Through almond blossoms and rich cinnamon ; 
Till in the bosom of a leafy world 
We rest in silence, like two gems upcurl'd 
In the recesses of a pearly sliell. 

And can I ever bid these joys farewell ? 
Yes, I must pass them for a nobler life. 
Where I may find the agonies, the strife 
Of human hearts : for lo I I see afar, 
O'er-sailing the blue cragpness, a car 
And steeds with streamy manes — the charioteer 
Looks out upon the winds with glorious fear; 
And now the numerous tramplings quiver lightly 
Along a huge cloud's ridge ; and now with sprightly 
Wheel downward come they into fresher skies, 
TTipt round with silver from the sun's bright eyes. 
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In breezy rest among the nodding stalks. 

The eliarioteet with wondraiis gesture talks 

To the trees and mountains; and there soon appear 

Shapes of deliglit, of mystery, and foar, 

Passing along before a dusky space 

Made by some mighty oats '■ as tbey would chase 

Some evev-fleetiiig music, on they sweep. 

Lo ! how they murmur, Langh, and smile, and weep : 

Some with upholden hand and nujuth severe ; 

Some with their faces mufBed to the ear 

Between their arms ; some clear in youthful bloom, 

Go glad and smilingly athwart the gloom ; 

Some looking back, and some with upward gaze ; 

Yes, thousands in a thousand different ways 

Flit onwani — now a lovely wreath of g^rls 

Dancing their sleek hair int« tangled curls ; 

And now broad wings. Most awfully intent 

The driver of those steeds is forward bent, 

And seems to listen : O that I might know 

All that he writes with such a hurrying glow I 
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if real things comes doubly strong. 
And, like a muddy stream, would bear along 
My soul to nothingness.: but I will strive 
Against all douhtings, and will beep alive 
The thought of that same chariot, and the strange 
Journey it went. 

Is there so small a range 
In the present strength of manhood, that the high 
Jm^ination cannot freely fly 
As Blie was wont of old 7 prepare her steeds, 
Paw up i^nst the light, and do strange deeds 
Upon the clouds ? Has she not shown us all ? 
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From the clear space of ether, to the amali 

Breath of new buds unfolding ? From the meaning 

Of Jove's largo eyebrow, to (be tender greening 

Of April meailows ? here her altar shone, 

B'en inthia isle ; and who could paragon 

The fervid choir that lifted up a noise 

Of harmony, to where it aye will poise 

Its mighty self of convoluting sound, 

Huge as a planet, and tike that roll roond, 

Eternally around a dizzy void ? 

Ay, in those days the Muses were nigh cloy'd 

With honours ; nor had any other care 

Than to sing out and soothe their wavy hair. 

Conld all this be forgotten ? Tes, a schism 
Nurtured by foppery and barbarism, 
Made great Apollo blush ibr tUs bis land. 
Men were thought wise who could not understand 
His glories : with a puling infant's force 
They swa/d about upon a rocking-horse, 
And thought it Pegasus. Ah, dismal-soul'd ! 
The winds of heaven blew, the ocean roll'd 
Its gathering waves — ye felt it not. The blue 
Bared its eternal bosom, and the dew 
Of summer night collected sCJU to make 
The morning precious ; Beauty was awake I 
Why were ye not awake ? But ye were dead 
To thinga ye' knew not of, — were closely wed 
To mosty laws lined out with wretched rule 
And compass vile : so that ye taught a school 
Of dolts to smooth, inlay, and clip, and fit, 
Till, like the certain wands of Jacob's wit, 
Their verses tallied. Easy was the task ; 
A thousand handicraftsmen wore the mask 
Of Poeay. Ill-fated, impious race ! 
That blasphemed the bright Lyrist to his fai'C, 
And did not know it, — no, the}' went about, 
Holding a poor, decrepit standard out. 



Ho.i.iit,,CoOQlc 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



O yc whose charge 
It is to hover round our pleasant liills ! 
Whose conp^regated majesty so fills 
My boundly reverenue, that I cannot trace 
Your hallow'd names, in this unholy place, 
So near those common folk ; did not their shames 
Affrioht you ? Did our old lamenting Thames 
Delist yon ? Did ye never cluster round 
Delicious Avon, with a mournful sound, 
And weep ? Or did ye wholly bid adieu 
To regions where no more the laurel grew ? 
Or did ye stay to give a welcoming 
To some lone spirits who could proudly sing 
Their youth away, and die ? Twas even so ; 
But let me think away those times of woe : 
Now 'tis a fairer season ; ye have breathed 
Bich benedictions o'er us ; ye have wreathed 
Fresh garlands : for sweet music has been heard 
In many places; some has been uiistirr'd 
From out its crystal dwelling in a lake, 
By a swan's ebon bill ; from a thick brake, 
Nested and quiet in a valley mild, 
Bubbles a pipe ; fine sounds are floating wild 
About the earth : happy are ye and glad. 
These things are, doubtless ; yet in truth we've had 
Strange thunders from the potency of song ; 
Mingled indeed with what is sweet and strong, 
From majesty : but in clear truth the themes 
Are ugly cubs, the Poefs Polyphemes 
Disturbing the grand sea. A drainless shower 
Of tight is poesj- ; 'tis the supreme of power ; 
Tis might half slumbering on its own right arm. 
The very arehings of her eyelids charm 
i thousand willing agents to obey, 
&.nd still she governs with the mildest sway : 
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But strength alone though of the Muses bora 

]j like a fallen angel : trees nptorn, 

Darknesi, aiid worma, and shrouds, and sepulchrea 

Delight it ; fbt it feeds upon the burrs 

And thorns of life ; foi'gelting the great end 

Of poesy, that it should be a friend 

To soothe the cares, and lift the thoughts of man. 

Yet I rejoice : a myrtle fairer than 
E'er grew m Paphoa, from the bitter weeds 
Lifla its Bweet heap into the air, and feeds 
A silent space with ever-sprouting green. 
All tenderest birds there find a pleasant screen, 
Creep through the shade with jaunty fluttering, 
Nibble the httle eup|ied flowers and sing. 
Then let us clear away the choking thorns 
Froca round its gentle st«m ; let the young fawns 
Yeaned in after-times, when we are flown, 
Find a fresh sward beneath it, overgrown 
With simple flowers ; let there nothing be 
More boisterous than a lover's bended knee ; 
Nought more ungentle than the placid look 
Of one who leans upon a closed book ; 
Nought more untranquil than the grassy slopes 
Between two hiUa. All hail, delightful hopes I 
As she was wont, th' imagination 
Into most lovely labyrinths will be gone, 
And they shall be accounted poet kings 
Who simply tell the most heart-easing things. 
O may these joys be ripe before I die ! 

Will not some say that I presumptuously 
Have spoken V that &om hasteninn; disgrace 
'Twere better far to hide my foolish face ? 
That whining boyhood should with revei 
Ere the dread thunderholtcould reai;h n 
If I do hide myself, it sure shall be 
In the very fane, the light of Poesy : 



Ho.i.iit,,CoOQlc 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 277 

If I do fall, at least I will be laid 

Beneath tbe silence of n poplar shade ; 

And over me the grass shall be smooth shaven ; 

And there shall he a kind memorial ip"aven. 

But off, Despondence 1 miserable bane ! 

Tliej should not know thee, who athirat to gain 

A noble end, are thirsty every hour. 

What though I am not wealthy in the dower 

Of spanning wisdom ; though I do not know 

The shiftings of the mighty winds that blow 

Hither and thither all the changing thoughts 

Of man : though no great ministering reason 

Out the dark mysteries of human souls 

To clear conceiving r yet there ever rolls 

A vast idea before me, and I glean 

Therefrom my liberty ; thence too I've seen 

The end and aim of Poesy. 'Tis clear 

As anything most true ; as that the year 

Is made of the four seasons — manifest 

As a large cross, some old cathedral's crest. 

Lifted to the white clouds. Therefore should I 

Be but the essence of deformity, 

A coward, did my very eyelids wink 

At speaking out what I have dared to think. 

Ah 1 rather let me like a madman run 

Over some precipice ; let the hot sun 

Melt my Dedalian winM, and drive rae down 

Convulsed and headlong ? Stay ! an inward 

Of conscience bids me be more calm awhile. 
An ocean dim, sprinkled with many an isle. 
Spreads awfully oefore me. How much toil ! 
How many days ! what desperate turmoil I 
Ere I can have explored its widenesses. 
Ah, what a task ! upon my bended knees, 
I could unsay those — no, impossible ! 
Impossible ! 
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For sweet relief I'll dwell 
On humbler thoughts, and let this strange assay 
Begun in gentleness die so away. 
E'en now all tumult from my bosom fades : 
I turn full-hearted to the friendly aids 
That smooth the path of honour ; brotherhood. 
And friendliness, the norse of mutual good. 
The hearty ^asp that sends a pleasant sonnet 
Into the brain ere one can think upon it ; 
The silence when some rhymes are coming out ; 
And when they're come, the very pleasant rout; 
The message certain to be done to-morrow. 
'Tis perWps as well that it should be to borrow 
Some precious book from out its snug retreat, 
To cluster round it when we nest shall meet. 
Scarce can I scribble on ; for lovely airs 
Are fluttering round the room like doves in pairs ; 
Many delights of that glad day recalling, 
When first my senses caught their tender falling. 
And with these aira come forms of elegance 
Stooping their shoulders o'er a horse's prance, 
Careless, and grand — fingers soft and round 
Parting luxuriant curls ; and the swift bound 
Of Bacchus from his chariot, when his eye 



Things such as these are ever harbingers 
To trains of peaceful images : the stirs 
Of a swan's neck unseen among tlie rushes : 
A linnet startino; all about the bushes: 
A butterfly, with golden wings broad-parted, 
Kestling a rose, convulsed as though it smarted 
With over-pleasure — many, many more. 
Might I indulge at large in all my store 
Of luxuries : yet I must not forget 
Sleep, quiet with his poppy coronet: 
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Of friendlj- V' 
To as Bweet a sileoue, ivhun I Van retrace 
Tlie plea-^ant day, upon a couch at ease. 
It was a poet's house who keeps the keys 
Of pleasure's temple — round about were hung 
The glorious features of the bards who sung 
In other ages — cold and sacred busts 
Smiled at each other. Happy he who trusts 
To clear Futurity his darling fame ! 
Then there were fauns and satyrs taking ^m 
At swelling apples with a frisky heap 
And reaching fingers, 'mid a luscious heap 
Of vine-leaves. Then there rose to view a fane 
Of liney marble, and thereto a train 
Of nymphs approaching fairly o'er the sward : 
One, loveliest, holding her white band toward 
The dazzling sun-rise : two sisters sweet 
Bending their graceful figures til! tbey meet 
Over the trippings of a little child : 
And some are hearing, eagerly, the wild 
Thrilling liquidit;j- of dewy piping. 
See, in another picture, nymphs are wiping 
Cherbhingly Diana's timorous limbs ; 
A fold of lawny mantte dabbling swims 
At the bath's edge, and keeps a "entle motion 
With the subsiding crystal : as wnen ocean 
Heaves calmly its broad swelling smoothness o'er 
Its rocky mai^, and balances once more 
The patient weeds; that now unsbent by foam 
Feel all about their undulating home- 
Sappho's meek head was there half smiling down 
At nothing ; Just as though the earnest frown 
Of over-thinking had (hat moment gone 
From off her brow, and left her all alonC. 

Great Alfred's too, with anxious, pitying eyes, 
As if he always Usten'd to the ^ghs 
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Petrarch, outstepping from the shady green, 
Stads at the skht of Laura ; nor can vtean 
His eyes from her sweet face. Most happy they ! 
For over them was seen a free display 
Of outspread wings, and from between them shone 
The face of Poesy ; from off her throne 
She overtook'd tilings that I scarce could tell, 
The very sense of where I was might well 
Keep sleep aloof: hut more than £at there came 
Thought atier thought to nourish up the flame 
Within my breast; so that the morning light 
Surprised me even from a sleepless night ; 
And up I rose refresh'd, and glad, ana gay. 
Resolving to begin that very day 
These lines; and howsoeyer they be done, 
I leave them as a father does hl$ son. 



STANZAS. 

IN a drear-nighted December, 
Too happy, happy tree, 
Thy branches ne'er remember 
Their green felicity : 
The north cannot undo them, 
With a sleety whistle through them 
Not frozen thawings glue them 
From budding at the prime. 

In a drcar-nighted December, 
Too happy, happy brook, 
Thy bubblings ne'er remember 
Apollo's summer look ; 
But with a sweet foi^etting. 
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They stay tlieir crystal fretljng, 
Never, ne^'er petting 
About the frozen time. 

Ah ! would 'twere so with many 
A gentle girl and boy '. 
But were there ever any 
Writhed not at passed joy ? 
To know the change and feel it. 
When there is none to heal it, 
Nor numbed sense to eteal it. 
Was never sEud in rhyme. 
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.Id begin to fill kia quill, 
Britaania's rattorals. — B 
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TO GEOEGE FELTON MATHEW. 

SWEET are the pleasures that to verse belong, 
And doubly sweet a brothnrhood in song j 
Nor can remembrance, Mathew I bring to view 
A fate more pleasing, a delight more true 
Than that in which the brother poets joy'd. 
Who, with combined powers, their wit employ'd 
To raise a trophy to the drama's muses. 
The thought of this great partnership diffuses 
Over the genius-loving heart, a feeling 
Of all tha?s high, and great, and good, and healing. 
Too partial friend 1 fiiin would I follow thee 
Fast each horizon of fine poesy; 
Ffun would I echo back each pleasant note 
As o'er Sicilian seas, clear anthems float 
TMong the light skimming gondohts far parted. 
Just when the sua hia farewell beam has darted : 
But 'tis impossible ; far different eares 
Beokon me sternly from soft " Ljdian airs," 
And hold my i^ulties so long in thrall. 
That I am oil in doubt whether at all 
1 shall again see Phahus in the morning: 
Or flushy Aurora in tbe roseat* dawning I 
Or a white Naiad in a rippling stream ; 
Or a wrapt seraph in a moonlight beam ; 
Or again witness what with thee I've seen. 
The dew by fairy feet swept from the green, 
After a night of some quaint jubilee 
Which every elf and fay had come to see : 
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But might I novr cacb passing moment give 
To the coy Muse, with me she would not live 
In this davk eily, nor would condescend 
'Mid contradictions her delights to lend. 
Should e'er the fine-eyed maid to me be kind, 
Ah ! sorely it must be whene'er I find 
Some flowery spot, sequesltr'd, wild, romantic, 
That often must have seen a poet frantic; 
Where oaks, that erst the Dniid knew, are growing, 
And flowers, the glory of one day, are blowing ; 
Where the dark-leaved laburnum's drooping clusters 
Eefleet athwart the stream their yellow lustres. 
And intertwined the cassia's arms nnite. 
With its own drooping buds, but veiT white. 
Where on one side are covert branches hang, 
Idong which the nightingales have always sung 
In leafy quiet ; where to pry, aloof 
Atween the pillars of the sylvan roof. 
Would be to find where violet beds were nestling, 
And where the bee with cowslip bells was wrestling. 
There must be too a ruin dark and gloomy. 
To say "Joy not too much in all that's bloomy," 

Yet this is vain — Mathew I lend thy aid 
To find a plaCe where I may greet the maid — 
Where we may sofi humanity put on, 
And^t, and rhyme, and think on Chatlfirton ; 
And that warm-hearted Shakspeare sent to meet 

Four laurell'd spirits, heavenward to entreat him. 
With reverence would we speak of all the sages 
Who have left streaks of Iti^ht athwart their a^es ; 
And thou shouldst moralize on Itfilton's blindness. 
And mourn the fearfi;il dearth of human kindness 
To those who strove with the bright golden wing 
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Of genius, to flap away eaeh sting 
Thrown by tlio pitiless world. We next conld tell 
Of those who in the uavise of freedom fell ; 
Of our oivn Alfml, of Helvetian Tell ; 
Of liim whose name to every heart 's a solaoe, 
High-mi n lied anil unbending William Wallace. 
While to the ruf^d north our muang turns, 
We well mi^ht drop a tear for him and Bums. 
Felton \ without incitements such as these. 
How vain for me the niggard Muse to tease ! 
For thee, she will th^ every dwellina; grace, 
And make " a sunshine in a shady place r " 
For thou wast once a flow'cet blooming wild. 
Close to the source, bright, pure, and undefiled. 
Whence gush the streams of song ; in happy hour 
Came chaste Diana from her shady bower. 
Just as the sun was from the east uprising ; 
And, as for him some gift she was devising. 
Beheld thee, pluck'd thee, cast thee in the stream 
To meet her glorious brother's greeting beam. 
I marvel much that thou hast never told 
How, from a flower, int« a fish of gold 

silo changed thee : how thou next didst seem 



The placid features ci a hnman fiice ; 

ITiat thou hast never f«ld thy traveb strange. 

And alj the wonders of the mazy range 

O'er pebbly crystal, and o'er golden sands ; 

Kissing thy daily Ibod from Haiads' pearly hands. 



TO MY BROTHER GEORGE. 

^ULL many a dreary hour have I past, 
J My brain bcwilder'd, and my mind o'crcast 
With heaviness ; in seasons when I've thought 
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No sptery strains by me could e'er be caught 
From the blue dame, tboagh I to dimness gaze 
On tbe far depth where sheeted lightning mays ; 
Or, on the wavy grass outatreteh'd supinely, 
Pry 'mOng the stars, to strive to think divinely ; 
That I should never hear Apollo's song, 
Though feathery clouds were floating all along 
The purple west, and, two bright streaks between, 
The golden lyre itself were dimly seen: 
That the still murmur of tbe honey-bee 
Would never teach a rural song to me : 
That the bright glance from beauty's eyelids slanting 
Would never make a lay of mine enchanting. 
Or warm my breast with ardour to unfold 
Some tale of love and arms in time of old. 

But there are times, when those that love the bay 
Fly from all sorrowing far, far away ; 
Asudden glow comeB on them, nought they see 
In water, earth, or air, but poesy. 
It has been said, dear Georne, and true I hold it, 
(For knightly Spenser to Libertas told it,) 
That when a Poet is in such a. trance. 
In air he sees white coursers paw and prance, 
Bestridden of gay knights, in gay apparel. 
Who at each oUier tilt in playful quarrel ; 
And what we, ignorantly, sheet-lightning call, 
Is the swift opening of Uieir wide portal. 
When the bright warder blows his trmnpet clear. 
Whose tones reach nought on earth but poet's ear, 
When these enchanted portals open wide. 
And through the light the horsemen swiftly glide, 
The Poet's eye can reach those golden halls, 
And view the glory of their festivals r 
Their ladies fair, that in the distance seem 
Fit for the silvering of a seraph's dream ; 
Their rich brimra'a goblefs, that incessant run. 
Like the bright spots that move about the sun ; 
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And nben upheld, tbe wine from each bright jar 
Fours with the lustre of a falling star. 
Yet further off are dimly seen Seir bowers, 
Of which no mortal ej-e can reach the flowers ; 
And 'ds riglit just, tor well Apollo kuows 
'Twould make the Poet quarrel with the rose. 
All that's reveal'd from that far seat of blisses, 
Is, the clear fountdus* interchanging kisses. 
As gracefully descending, light and Ibtn, 
Like silver streaks across a ilolpbiii's fin, 
When he upswimmeth from the coral eaves, 
And sports with half his tail above the waves. 

These wonders strange ho sees, and many more, 
"Whose head is pregnant with poetic lore : 
Should he upon an evening ramble fare 
With foi-ehead to the soothing breezes bare. 
Would he nought see but the dark, silent blue, 
With all its diamonds trembling through and 

through 1 
Or the coj- moon, when in the waviness 
Of whitest clouds she does her beauty dress. 
And staidly paces higher up, and higher, 
Like a sweet nun in holiday attire V 
Ah, yes ! much more would start into his sight — 
The revelries and mystenes of night : 
And should I ever see them, I will tell you 
Such tales as needs must with amazement Kpell you. 

These are the living pleasures of the bard : 
But richer far posterity's award. 
What does he murmur with his latest breath, 
While his proud eye looks through the fihn of 

death ? 
" What though I leave this dull and earthly mould. 
Yet shall mv spirit lofty converse hold 
With after limes. — The patriot shall feel 
My stern alarum, and unshcath his steel ; 
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Or in the senate thunder out my numbera, 
To startle princes from their easy slumbers. 
The sage will mingle tvith each moral iheme 



With Mwly periods when my verses fire liim, 

And then I'll stoop from httaven to iiiapire him. 

Lays have I left of such a dear delight 

That maids viil sing tliem on th«ir bridal-night. 

Gay villagers, upon a morn of May, 

When they have tired their gentle Umbs with play, 

And form'd a snowy circle on the grass. 

And placed iti midst of all that lovely laes 

Who chosen is their qneen, — with her fine head 

Crowned with flowers purple, white, and red : 

For there the lily and the musk-rose sighing, 

Are emblems true of hapless lovers dying : 

Between her breasts, that never yet felt trouble, 

A bunch of violets full blown, and double. 

Serenely sleep : — she from a casket lakes 

A little book, — -and then a joy awakes 

Abont each youthful heart, — with stifled cries. 

And rubbing of white hands, and sparkling eyes; 

For she's to read a tale of hopes and fears ; 

One that I foslar'd in my youthful years : 

The pearls, that on each glistening circlet sleep. 

Gush ever and anon with silent creep. 

Lured by the innocent dimples. To sweet rest 

Shall tlie dear babe, upon its mother's breast, 

lie kll'd with songs of mine. Fair world adieu ! 

Thy dales and hills are fading from my view : 

Swiftly 1 mount, Upon wide-spreading pinions. 

Far from the narrow bounds of thy ilomiiiioiis. 

Full joy 1 feel, while thus I cleave the air. 

That my soft verso will charm thy daughtere fair, 

And warm thy sons ! " Ah, my dear friend and 

brother. 
Could I, at once, my mad ambition smotber. 
For tasting joys like these, sure I should be 
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Happier, and dearer io society. 

At times, 'tis true, I've t'elt rdief from pain 

When some bright thought has daried through my 



As to mj soniiels, though nciie else should heed- 

I fuel deligliteil, still, that you should read them. 
Of late, too, I have had much ealm eiijojinpnt, 
Streteh'd on the grass at my beat loved employ- 

Of seribbling lines for you. These things I thought 
While, in my face, the freshest breeze I caught. 
E'en now I am pillow'd on a bed of flowers 
That crowns a lofly cliff, which proudly towera 
Above the ocean waves. The stalks and blades 
Chequer my tablet with their nuiveiing shades. 
On one ^de is & field of drooping oats. 
Through which the poppies sliow thdr scarlet coats. 
So pert and useless, that they bring to mind 
The scarlet coats that pester human-kind. 
And on the other side, outspread, is seen 
Ocean's blue niautle, streak'd with purple and 

Now 'tia I see a canvaa'd ship, and now 
Mark the bright ^Iver curliug round her prow. 
I see tiie lark down-dropping to his nest. 
And the broad-wing'd sea-gull never at rest ; 
For when no inore ne spreads his feathers free. 
His breast is dancing on the restless sea. 
Now I direct ray eyes into the west, 
Which at this moment is in sun-beams drest ; 
Why westward torn ? 'Twas but to say adieu 1 
Twas but to kiss my hand, dear Geoi^e, to yon ! 
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EP/STLES. 



TO CHARLES COWDEN CLARKE. 



0" 



He slants his neck bene<tth the waters bright 
Ho Eileiitly, it eeems a beam of light 
Come from the galaxy : anon he sports, — 
With outspread wings the Naiad Zephyr uourts, 
Or ruffles all the surface of the lake 
In striving from its crystal face to take 
Some diamond water-drops, and them to treasure 
In inilky nest, and sip thum off at leisure. 
But not a moment can he there ensui*e them, 
Nor to 3ueh downy test can he allure them ; 
For down tlicy rush as though they would be free, 
And drop like hours into eternity. 
Just like that bird am I in loss of time, 
Whene'er I venture on tlie stream of rliyme ; 
With sbatter'd boat, oar snapt, and t-anvas rent, 
I slowly sail, scarce knowing my intent ; 
Still scoopinw up the water with my lingers. 
In which a trembling diamond never lingers. 

By this, friend Charles, you may full plainly see 
Why I have never penn'd a hne to thee : 
Because my thoughts were never free and clear, 
And little fit to please a classic ear ; 
Because my wine was of too poor a savour 
For one whose palate gladdens in the flavour 
Of sparkling Helicon : — small good it were 
To take hmi to a desert rude and bare. 
Who had on Bail's shore reclined at ease, 
While Tasso's page was floating in a breeze 
That gave soft music from Avmida's bowers. 
Mingled with fr£^rance from her rarest flowers : 
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Small good to one who had bj Mulla's stream 

Fondled the maidens with the breasta of ci'oant ; 

Wbo had boh.dd Belphmbe in a brook, 

Aiid lovulj- Una in a luafy nook, 

And Aruhimago leatiinir o'er his book : 

Who had of all that's sweet tasted, and seer, 

From silvery ripple, np to bifauty'a queen ; 

From the sequester'd hauntB of gay Titania, 

To the blae dwelling of divine Urania : 

One, who of late had ta'en sweet forest walks 

With him who elegantly chats and talks — 

The wrong'd Libert^ta — who has told you stories 

Of laurel ohaplets, and Apollo's glories ; 

Of troops chivalrous prancing through a city. 

And tearful ladies, made for love and pity : 

With many else whieh I have never known. 

Thus have I thought ; and days on days have flown 

Slowly, or rapidly — unwilling still 

For you to tiy my dall, unlearned quill. 

Nor shonid I now, but that Tvo known you long ; 

That vou first taught ma all the sweets of song : 

The grand, (he sweet, the tersL", tlie fn>e, the fine: 

What swell'd with pathos, and what right divine : 

Spenserian vowels that elope with ease, 

And float along like birds o'er summer seas: 

Miltonian storms, and more, Miltonian tendemeaa : 

Michael in arms, and more, meek Eve's fair slen- 

derneas. 
Who read for me the sonnet swelling loudly 
Up to its climax, and then dying proudly ? 
Who founri for lae the grandeur of the ode. 
Growing, like Adas, stronger from its load ? 
Who let mo taste that more than cordial dram, 
The sharp, the rapier-pointed epigram ? 
Show'd mc that epic was of all the king, 
Round, vast, and spanning all, like Saturn's ring 7 
You too upheld the veil from Clio's beauty. 
And pointed out the patriot's stern duty ; 
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The mifrht of Alfred, and the aliaft of Tell ; 

The hand of Brutus, that eo grandly full 

Upon a tyrant's head. Ah I had I never seen, 

Or known your kindness, what might I have been ? 

What my cnjoymeDts in my youthful years, 

Bereft of all that now my fife endears ? 

KvA zwA 1 ft'M tbtse b&ntSK fovget ''. 

And can I e'er repay the friendly debt ? 

No, doubly no;— yet should these rhymings 

please, 
I shall roll on the graes with twofold ease ; 
For I have long time been my fancy feeding 
With hopes that you woold one day think the 

reading 
Of my rough verses not an hour misspent ; 
Should it e'er he so, what a rich content! 
Some weeka have paas'd since last I saw the spires 
In lucent Thames I'cfleoled : — warm desires 
To see the sun o'er-peep the eastern dimnese, 
And morning-shadows streaking into slimnesg 
Across the lawny fields, and pebbly water ; 
To mark the time as they grow broad and shorter ; 
To feel the air that plays about the hills, 
And sips its freshness &]m the little rills ; 
e high, golden com wave in the light 

n Cynthia smiles opon a ! '" ~" "' ' 

peers among the cloudlets 
As though she were reclining 
Of bean-blossoms, in heaven freshly shed. 
No sooner had I stepp'd into these pleasures. 
Than 1 began to think of rhymes and measures ; 
The air that floated by me seem'd to say 
" Writ* ! thou wilt never have a better day." 
And so I did. When many linos I'd written. 
Though with thoii- grace I was not oversmitten. 
Yet, as ray hand was warm, I thought I'd better 
Trust (o my frelings, and write you a letter. 
Such an attempt required an inspiration 
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Which, liail I («lt, tbeae sc-ribblings' might have 

Verses from which the soul would never ween ; 
But many days have past siuce last my heart 
Was warni'd luxuiiouBlj bv divine Mozart; 
By Arne delighted, or by Handel inadden'd ; 
Or by the song of Erin pierced and sadden'd : 
What time you were before the music sitting. 
And the rich notes lo each sensation fitting. 
Since I have walk'd with you through shady lanes 
That freshly terminate in open plains. 
And revell'd in a chat that ceased not, 
When, at night-fall, among your books we got : 
No, nor when supper came, nor after that, — 
Not when reluctantly I took my hat; 
No, nor till cordially you shook my hand 
Mid-way between our homes : — your accents 

Still sounded in my ears, when I no more 
Could hear your footsteps touch the gravelly floor. 
Sometimes 1 lost thciin, and then found again ; 
Ton changed the foot-patli for the grassy plain. 
In those still moments I have wish'd you joys 
That well j'ou know to hononr ; — " Life's very loj'S 
With him," said I, "will take a pleasant charm j 
It cannot be that aught will work him harm." 
These thoughts now come o'er me with all their 

mi":ht:- 
Again I shake your hand, — friend Charles, good 
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Trom hia lush uloyer covert ; — when anew 
Adventurous knights take up their dinted sbields ; 
I saw the sweetest flower wild nature yields, 

A fresh-blown musk-rose ; 'twas the first that 

Its sweets upon the summer; graceful it grew 
As is the wand that queen Utania wields. 
And, as I feasted on its tragrancy, 

I thought the garden-vose it far exeell'd ; 
But when, O Wells 1 tliy roses came to me. 

My sens« with their deliciousncss wa» speli'd ; 
Soft voices had they, that with tender plea 

Whisper'd of peace, and truth, and friendliness 
unquell'd. 
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MANY the wonders I this day have seen ; 
The smi, when first he kist away the teal's 
That, fill'd the eyes of Morn ; — the laurell'd 
peers 
Who from the feathery gold of erening lean ; — 
The Oeean with its vastness, its blue green, 

Its ships, its roeks, its eaves, its hopes, its fears, — 
Its voice mysterious, whiuh wlioso liears 
Must think on what will be, and nliat lias been. 
E'en now, dear George, while this for you I write, 

Cynthia is from her silken curtains peeping 
So Ecantly, that it seems her bridal night. 

And she her half-disc ovor'd revels keeping. 
But what, without the soirial thought of thee, 
Would be the wonders of the sky and sea ? 
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AD I a man's fair form, then might ray sighs 
Ba euhotid swiMv tlirough that ivory shell 
Thine car, anil fi'nil thy gentle heart ; so well 
Would passion arm me tor the enterprise : 
But ah I I am no knight whose foemaii dies; 
No L-niras^ glistens on inj bosom's swell; 
I am no lin]i|iy shepherd of the dell 
Whose lipa havi! tremhled with a maiden's eyes. 
Yet must I doat upon thee, — call thee sweet, 
Swiioter hy far than Hyhla's honey'd roses 
When steep'd in daw noh to iiitaxioation. 
Ah ! I will taste that dew, tbi- me 'ris meet. 
Anil when the moon her pallid face discloses, 
I'll gather some hy spells, and iueantalion. 
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SONN£TS. 



SOLITUDE ! if I mu«t with thee dwell, 
Let it not be among the jumbled heap 
Of murky buildings : ulimb witb me (he 

Nature's observatory — whence the dell, 
In flowery slopes, its river's urystai swell, 
May seem a span ; let me thy vigila keep 
"Mongst boughs pavilion'd, where the deer's 
swift leap 
Startles Ihe wild bee fi-om the foxglove bell. 
But though I'll gladly traee theso scenes wii 

Yet the sweet converae of an innocent mind, 
Whose words are images of thoughts refined. 

Is my soul's pleasui'e ; and it sure must be 
Almost the highest bHss of imman-kind. 

When to thy haunts two kindred spirits flee. 
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now inany bards gild the lapses of time ! 
A few of them have ever been the food 
Of my delij^hted fatiey, — I conld brood 
Over (heir beauties, earthly, or sublime : 
And ofVen, when I sit me down Co rhyme. 

These will in throngs before my mind intrude : 
But no confusion, no disturbance rude 
Do they occasion ; 'tis a pleasing chime. 

So the unnumber'd sounds (hat evening store ; 

The songs of birds — the -wbisperino; of the leaves — 

The voice of waters — the great bell that heaves 

With solemn sound, — and thousand others 
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NYMPH of the downward smile and sidelong 
■■laricB ! 
In what diviner moments of the day 
Art thou most lovely V when gone far astray 
Into the labyrinths of sweet utturanoe V 
Or when serenely wandering in a trance 
Of sober thought? Or wheJi starting away, 
With eareiusa robe to meet the morning ray. 
Thou sparest the flowers in thy mazy dance ? 
Haply 'tis when thy ruby lips part sweetly, 

But thou to please wert nurtured so completely 
That I can never tell what mood is best, 

I shall as soon pronounce whiuh Girace more neatly 
Trips it belbre Apollo than the rest. 
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HAT though, for showing truth to flatter"*! 



Kind Hunt was shut in prison, yet has he, 
In his immortal spirit, been as free 

As the sky-searching lark, and as elate. 

Minion of grandeur 1 think you he ilii) wait? 
Think you he nought but prison-walls did see, 
Till, so unwilling, thou unturn'dsC the key ? 

Ah, no ! far happier, nobler mas bis fate I 

In Spenser's halu be stray'd, and bowers fair. 
Culling enchanted flowers; and he flew 

With daring Milton through the fields of air ; 
To regions of his oivn his genius true 

Took happy flights. Who shall his fame impair 
When tnou art dead, and all thy wretched crew 
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SMALL, buay flames play through the fresh-laid 
coals. 
And their faint cracklings o'er our silence creep 
Like whispers of the household goda that keep 
A gentle empire o'er fraternal souls. 
And while, for rhymes, I search around the poles, 
Your eyes are fix'd, as in poetic sleep. 
Upon the lore so voluble and deep, 
That aye at fall of night our care condoles. 
This is your bivth-day, Tom, and 1 reirace 

That thua it pa^es smoothly, quietly ; 
Many such eves of gently whispering nrase 

May we together pass, and calmly try 
What are this world's true joys, — ere the great 

From its fair face shall bid our spirits fly. 
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HIGH-MINDEDNBSS, a jealousy for good, 
A loving-kindness for the great man's fame. 
Dwells here and there Kith people of no name, 
In noisome alley, and in pathless wood : 
And where ne think the truth least understood. 
Oft may be found a " singleness of aim," 
That ought to frighten into hooded shame 
A money-mongering, pitiable brood. 
How glorious this affection for the cause 
Of steadfast genius, toiling gallantly ! 
What when a stout unbending champion awes 

Envy, and malice to their native ety 'I 
Unnumber'd souls breathe out a still applause. 
Proud to behold him in his country's eye. 
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/^ EEAT spirits now on earth are sojourning; 
yj lie of the cloud, the cataract, the lake. 

Who on Helvellyn's snmmit, wide awake, 
Catches his freshness from Archangel's wing ; 
He of the rose, the violet, the spring, 

The social smile, the chain for Preedom's sake : 

And lo ! whose steadfastness would never take 
A meaner sound than Baphael's whispering. 
And other spirits there are standing apart 

Upon the forehead of the age to come ; 
These, these will give the world another heart. 

And other pulses. Hear ye not the hum 

Of mighty workings ? 

Listen awhile, ye nations, and be duinl). 
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MUCH have I traveli'd in tlie realms of gold, 
And many goodly states and kingdoms seen ; 
KoLiad many western islands liave I been 
Which bards in fealty to Apollo lioid. 
on of one wide expanse had 1 been told 
That deep-brow'd Homer ruled as his demesne- 
Yet did 1 never breathe its pure serene 
Till I heanl Chapman speak out loud and bold : 
Then felt I like some watuher of jlie skies 
When a new planet swims into his ken ; 
Or like stout Corlez when with eagle eyes 

He stared at the PaciHc — and all liia men 
Look'd at eai^li other with a wild surmise — 
Silent, upon a peak in Darieri. 
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GIVE me a golden pen, and let me lean 
Onlicap'd-upflowei-s, ill regions tlear, and far; 
Bring me a tablet whiter than a star, 
Or hand of hymniiiij angf.l, when 'tia seen 
The silver stnngs of heavenly harp atween : 
And let thero slide by many a pearly car, 
Fink robes, and wavy hair, and diamond jar, 
And half-di90overS<l wings, and glaneca keen. 
The while lut musit wauiter round my eara, 
And as it reatlios eat-h delicious ending, 

Let me wrije down a line of gloiious tone, 
And full of many wonders of the spheres r 
Foi' what a height my spirit la eont«ndiiig ! 
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KEEN fitful gusts are whispering here and there 
Among tlie bushes, half leafless and dry ; 
The stars look vary cold about the sky, 
And I liave many miles on foot to faro ; 
Yet feei I little of the tool bleak air, 
Or of the dead leavas rustlini; drearily, 



For I am brimful of the friendhness 
That in a little cottage I have found ; 

Of fair-halr'd Milton's eloquent distress. 
And all his love for f,'eiitte LycitT drowi 

Of lovely Laura in her light green dress. 
And faithful Petrarch gloriously crown' 
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To one who has been long in city pent, 
'Tis very sweet to look^into the tair 
And open face of heaven, — to breathe a praver 
Full in the smile of the blue finnament. 
Who is wore liappy, when, with heart's eontent, 
Fati<;ued he sinks into some pleasant lair 
Of wavy grafs, and rends a debonair 
And guittle tale of love and lanjniishment ? 
Beturninir home at evening, with an ear 

Catching the notes of Philomel, — an eye 

Watching the aalling uloudlet'^ bi'lght career. 

He mourns that day so noon has glided by : 

E'en like the paasa^e of an angel's tear 

That falls through the clear ether silently. 
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THE poetry of earth b never dead: 
When all the birds are faint with the hot sun. 
And hide in foolin" trees, a voice will run 
Froiu hedge to hedge about the new-mown mead: 
That IB the gcassfiopiiei''a — ■ fie takua the kali 
In summer luxury, — he has never done 
With hia delights, lor when tired out with fun. 
He rests at ease beneath some pleasant weed. 
The poetry of earth is ceasing never : 

On a lone winter evening, when the frost 
Has wrought a silence, from the stove there phrilU 
The Cricket's song, in warmth increasing ever, 

And seems to one in drowsiness half lost, 
The Grasshopper's among some grassy hills. 
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GOOD Kosciusko ! thj- great name alone 
Is a, full harvest wliunce to reap high feeling ; 
It eomcs upon us like the glorious pealing 
Of the wide spheres — an everlasting tone. 
And now it tells me, that in worlds unknown, 
The uaniesofheroes, burst from ulouds concealing, 
Are changed to harmonies, for ever stealing 
Thi-ough cloudless blue, and round each silver 

It tells me t<io, that on a happy day, 

When some good spirit walks upon the earth. 

Thy name with Alfred's, and the great of i,ore, 
Gently commingling, gives tremendous birth 

To a loud hymn, that sounds far, far away 

To where the great God lives for e' 
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HAFPY is England I I could be content 
To sue no otfjcr verdure than ils own ; 
To feel no other breezes than are blown 
Through its tall woods with high romances blent; 
Yet do 1 eomctimes feel a languish men C 
For skies Italian, and an Inward groan 
To sit Boon an Alp as on a tinone, 
And half forget what world or worldling meant. 
Happy is England, sweet her artless daughters ; 

Enongli their ample loveliness for me, 
Enough their whitest arms in silence clinging : 

Yet do 1 often warnilj- burn to see 
BeautieH of deeper glance, and hear their singing, 
And float with them about the Bummer waters. 
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ilOUE Seasons fill the measure of the year; 
' There are four seasons in the mind ol* man : 



He has his lusty Sprini;, when fancy clear 

Takes in ali beauty with an easy span ; 
He has his Summer, when luxuriously 

Spring's honey'd eud of youthful thoojibt he loves 
To ruminate, and by such dreaming high 

Is nearest unto heaven ; quiet coves 
His soul has in its Aulumn, when his wings 

He furletli close ; <'ontented so to look 
On mists in idleness — to let fair things 

Pass by unheeded as a threshold brook- 
He has hig Winter too of pale misfeaturc, 
Or else he would "tbrego his moi'tal nature. 
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COME hither, all sweet maidens soberly, 
Down-looking aj'e, and with a chasten'd light, 
Hid in the fringes of j-our eyelids whilfi. 
And meekly let your fair hands joined be. 
As if so gentle that ye coald not see, 

Untouch'd, a victim of your beanty bright, 
Sinking away to his young spirit's night. 
Sinking bewilder'd 'mid the dreary eea : 
'l^s young Leander toiling to hia death ; 

Ni«h swoonin«, he doth nnrse his weary lips 
For Hero's cheeK, and smiles against her smile. 

O horrid dream I see how his body dips 
Dead-heavy ; arms and shoulders gleam awhile : 
He's gone ; up bubbles all his amorous breath ! 
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HEARKEN, thou cragj^j ocean pj-ramid ! 
Glye answer from thy voice, the sea-fowl'a 

Wbpi! were thy shoulders mantled in huge 
streams 1 
When, from the sun, was thy broad forehead hid ? 
How long is't Muce the mighty power bid 

Thee heave to airy sleep from fathom dreams ? 

Sleep in the lap of thunder or sun-beams, 
Or when gray clouds are thy cold covetvlid ? 
Thoo answer's! not, for thou art dead asleep ! 

Thy life is but two dead eternities — 
The last in air, the tbrmec in the deep ; 

First with the whales, last with the eagle-skies — 
Drown'd wast thou till an earthquake made thee 

Another cannot wake thy giant size. 



Ho.i.iit,,CoOQlc 



MY spirit is too weak ; mortality 
We^lis heavily on me like unwilling sleep, 
And each imagined pinnacle and stuep 
Of godlike hardship tells me 1 must die 
Likn a sick eagle looking at the sky. 
Yet 'tis a gentle luxury to weep, 
That I have not the cloudy winds to keep 
Fresh for the opening of the morning's eye. 
Such dim-conceived glories of the brain, 

Bring round the heart an indescribable feud; 
So do these wonders a most dizzy pain, 

That mingles Grecian grandeur with the rude 
Wasting of old Time — with a billowy main 
A Bun, a shadow of a magnitude. 
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HATDON! foi^ive me that I cannot speat 
Definitively of these mightj' things ; 
Forgive me, (hat I have not eagle's wings, 
That what I want I knovf not where to seek. 
And think that I would not be over-meefc, 
In rolling out upfoUowed thanderings. 
Even to the steep of Heliconian spnngs, 
Were I of ample strength for such a freak. 
Think, too, that all these numhers should be thine ; 
Whose else? In this who touch thy vesture's 
hem? 
For, when men stared at what was most divine 
With brainless idioljsm and o'er wise phlegm, 
Thou hailst beheld ths full Hesperian shiDe 

Of their star in the east, and gone to worship 
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THIS mortal body of a thousand days 
Now fills, Burns, a. space in thine own room. 
Where thou didst dream alone on budded bays, 
Happy and thoughtless of thy day of doom! 
My pulse is warm with thine old Barley-bree, 
My head is light with pledging a. great soul, 
My eyes ^re wandering, and 1 cannot see, 
Faney is deail and drunken at its goal ; 
Yet ean I stamp my foot upon thy floor, 
Yet can I ope thy window-sash to find 
The meadow thou hast tramped o'er and o'er — 

Yet can I tliink of tliee till thought is blind, — 
Yet ean I gulp a bumper to thy najne, — 
' 'es, lor this is fame ! 
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SON of the old moon-mountains African ! 
Stream of the Pyramid and Crocodile I 
We call thee fruitful, and that very while 
A desert fills our aeeing's inward span : 
Nurse of swart nations since the world began, 
Art (hou so fruitful ? or doM thou b^mle 
Hioae men to honour thee, who, worn with to 
Best them a space 'twixt Cairo and Decan t 
O may dark fancies err ! They surely do ; 
"Ka ignorance that makes a barren waste 
Of all beyond itself. Thou dost bedew 

Green rushes hke our rivers, and dost taste 
The pleasant sun-rise. Green isles hast thou to< 
And lo the sea as happily dcst haste. 
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ON HITTING DO^TSI TO HKAI) " KINO LBAIi " ONC 

GOLDEN-TON GUED Romance with sorei 
lute! 
Piur plumed Svren ! Queen ! if far away ! 

licave melodizing on this wintry day. 
Shut up thine olden voiuine, and be mute. 
Adieu I for once again the fierce dispute, 

Betwixt hell torment and impassioned clay, 

Must I burn throuo;h ; once more assay 
The bitter sweet of &iB Shakspearian fruit. 
Chief Poet ! and ye clouda of Albion, 

Begetters of our deep eternal theme, 
When I am through the old oak forest gone, 

Let me not wander in a barren dream, 
But whea I am consumed with the Fire, 
Give me new Phcenix-winga to fly at my desire. 
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EEAD me a lesson. Muse, and speak it loud 
Upon tlio top of Ne^is, blind in mist ! 
I look into the chaems, and a sbroud 
Vaporous doth hide them, — just so niucli I wist 
Mankind do know of hell ; I look o'erbead, 

And there is sullen mist, — even so much 
Mankind can tell of heaven ; mist is spread 

Before the earth, beneath me, — even such, 
Even so vagae is man's sight of himself! 

Here are the cragny stones beneath my feet, — 
Thus much I know that, a poor witless elf, 

I tread on them, — that all my eye doth meet 
Is mist and trag, not only on this height, 
But in the world of thought and mental might I 
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POSTHUMOUS POEMS. 
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POSTHUMOUS POEMS. 



FINGAL'S CAVE. 

NOT Aladiiin magian 
Ever such a. work began -, 
Not ihe wizard of the Dee 
Ever souh a dream could see ; 
Not !St. Jolin, in Patmos' isle, 
In (he passion of bis toil, 
Wbeii lie saw tbe (^liurclies seven, 
Golden aisled, built up in heaven, 
Gaaed at such a rugged wonder ! — 
As I stood its roofing under, 
Lo ! I saw one Bleeping there. 
On the marble cold and bare ; 
While the surges washed his feet. 
And his garments white did beat. 
Drenched about the sombre rocks ; 
On his neck his well^grown locks, 
Lifted dry above the main. 
Were upon the curl again. 
" What IS this ? and what art thou ? " 
Whispered I, and'touch'd his brow; 
" What art thou 7 and what is this ? " 
Whispered I, and strove to kiss 
The spirit's hand, to wake his eyes ; 
Up he started in a triee : 
" I am Lyeidas," said he, 
" Fam'd in fun'ral minstrelsy ! 
This was arcbiteclur'd thus 
By the areat Oceanus ! — 
Here his mighty waters play 
Hollow oi^ans all the day ; 
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Here, by turns, his dolphins all, 
ITinn)' palmers, great and small. 
Come to pay devotion due, — 
Each a mouth of pearls must strew ! 
Many a mortal of these (lays 
Dares to pass our sacred ways ; 
Dares to touch, audaciously. 
This cathedi'al of the sea ! 
I have been the ponliff-priest, 
Where the waters never rest, 
Where a fledgy sea-bird choir 
Soars for everl Holy fire 
I have hid from mortal man ; 
Proteus is my Sacristan 1 
But the dulled eye of mortal 
Hath passed beyond the rocky portal ; 
So for ever will I leave 
Such a taint, and soon unweave 
All the mf^c of the place." 
So saj'in», with a Spirit's glance 
He dived 1 



w 



HAT can I do to drive aiv 
Kemembraiice from my e; 



Aye, an hour ago, my brilliant Queen 1 

Touch has a mecooi^-. O say, love, say, 

What can I do to kdl it and l>e free 

In my old liberty ? 

When every fair one that I saw was fiur. 

Enough to catch me in but lialf a snare. 

Not keep me (here : 

When, howc'er tioor or pariicolourM thing 

My muse had wmgs, 



Ho.i.iit,,CoOQlc 



POSTHUMOUS POEMS. 32S 

And ever ready was to take her course 
"Whither I bent her force, 
TJnintelleutual, yut divine Ifl'me ; — 
Divine, 1 say ! —What sea-bird o'er the sea 
Is a philosopher Ihe while he go<:s 
Winging along where the great water throes ? 

How shall 1 do 

To get anew 

Those moulted feathers, and so mount once more 

Above, above 

The reach of fluttering Love, 

And make him cower lowly while I soar ? 

Shall I gulp wine ? No, that is vulgarism, 

A heresy and geliism, 

Foisted into the canon law of love ; — 

No, — wine ia only sweet to happy men ; 

More disooal cares 

Where shall I learn to get my peace Main ? 
To banish thoughts of that most hateful land, 
Dungeoner of my friends, that wicked strand 
Where they were wreek'd and iive a wrecked life ; 
That monstrous region, whose dull rivers pour, 
Ever from their sordid urns unto the shore, 
Unown'd of any weedy-haired gods ; 
Whose winds, all zephj-riess, hold scourging rods, 
Iced in tlie okM lakes^ to afflict mankind ; 
Whose rank-grown forests, frosted, black, and 

blind. 
Would fright a Dryad ; whose harsh herhaged 

meads 
Make lean and lank the starv'd ox while he feeds ; 
There bad flowers have no scent, birds no sweet 

song, 
And great unerring Nature once seems wrong. 



le sh^ows of tl 
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Say they are gone, — with the new dawning light 
Steps forth my lady bright ! 

My soui upon that dazzling breast ! 

Let once again these aching arms be placed, 

The tender gaolers of thy waist ! 

And let me feel that warm breath licre and there 

To spread a rapture in my very hair, — 

O, the sweetness of the pain ! 

Give me those lina attain I 

Enough ! Enough ! it is enough for me 

To dream of thee ! 



HYMN TO APOLLO. 

GOD of" the goUen bow, 
And of the "olden lyre, 
And of (he golden hiur, 
And of the golden fire. 
Charioteer 
Of the patient year. 
Where — where slept thine ire, 
When like a blank idiot I put on thy wreath, 
""' ' ', thy ■ 



Thy laurel, thy glory. 

The light of thy story, 

>rm — too low crawling, for death ? 

O Delphic Apollo ! 



The eagle's feathery mane 

For wrath became atiffen'd — the sound 
Of breeding thunder 
Went drowsily under, 
Muttering to be unbound. 
O why didst thou pity, and for a worm 
Vi'hy touch thy soft lute 
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Till the thunder was mute, 
Why was not I crush'd — suoh a pitiful gArm ? 
O Delphic Apollo ! 

The Pleiades were up, 

Watching the silent air; 
The seeds and roots in the Earth 
Were swelling for summer fare ; 
The Ocean, its neighbour, 
Was at its old labour. 
When, who — who did dare 
To lie, like a madman, thy plant round his brow, 
And srin and look proudly. 
And blaspheme so loudly, 
And live for tiiat honour, lo stoop to thee now ? 
Deiphic Apollo ! 



ui 



LINES. 

TNFELT, unheard, un=ecn, 
I've left mj' little queen. 
Her languid arms in silver slumber ly- 

Ah ! tlirougn their nestling touch, 

Who — who could tell how much 

Thei-e is for madness — cruel, or compljing ? 

Those faery lids how sleek 1 

Those lips how moist ! — they speak, 
III ripest quiet, shadows of sweet sounds : 

Into my fancy's ear 

Mel tin" a burden dear. 
How " Love doth know no tiilneas, and no bounds." 
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da,y for dalliance was bora ! 
So, without \aove ado, 
I'll feel my heavon anew, 
For all the blushing of the hasly morn, 
1817. 



H 



USH, hush ! tread softlj' ! hush, hush, my dear ! 
All the house is asleep, but we know very well 
That the jealous, IhejealousoldhaliKpate may 

Tho you've padded his night-eap — O sweet 
Isabel ! 
Tho' your feet are more light than a Faery's 

"VVho dances on bubbles where brooklets meet, — 
Hush, hush I soil tiptoe ! Iiusli, hush, my dear I 
For less than a nothing tho jealous can licar. 



No leaf doth tremble, no ripple is there 

On the river, — all's still, and the night's sleepy eye 
Closes up, and fot^ets all its Lethean esre, 

Charm'd to death by the drone of the humming 
May-fly ; 
And the moon, whether prudish or complaisant, 
Has fled to her bower, well knowing I want 
No light in the dask, no torch in the gloom, 
But my Isabel's eyes, and her lips pulp'd with bloom. 
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Well done — no- 
The old man 

The shut rose shall dream of our loves a; 

awake 
Full-blown, and such warmii for the morni 

The atock-dove shall hateh his soft twin-cjrgs and ei 
AVhile I kiss to the melody, aching all through ! 
1818. 



FAERY SONG. 

SHED no tear ! O shed no tear I 
The flower will bloom another year. 
Weep no more ! O weep no more ! 
Young buds sleep in the root s white core. 
Dry your eyes I O dry your eyes I 
For I was taught in Paradise 
To ease my breast of melodies — 
Shod no tear. 

Overhead! look overhead I 
'Mong the blossoms white and red — 
Look up, look np. I flutter now 
On this fresh pomegranate bough. 
See me ! 'tis wis silvery bill 
Ever cures the good man's ill. 
Shed no tear I shed no tear I 
The flower will bloom another year. 
Adieu, Adieu — I fly, adieu, 
I vanish in the heaven's blue — 
Adieu, Adieu I 
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LA BELLE DAME SANS MERCI. 







WHAT can ail thee, knight-at-arms, 

Alone and palely loitering ? 

The seilge has wilhor'd from the lake, 



what can ail thee, knight-at-arm, 
So hazard and so woe-begone ? 

The squirrel's granary is full, 
And the haryeet 's done. 



[ see a lily on thy brow 

With anguish moist and fever dew, 
And on tbj' chocks a fading rose 

Fast withe reth too. 



I met a lady in the meads, 
Full beautiful — a faery's child. 

Her h^r was long, her foot was light, 
And her eyes were wild. 



I made a garland for her head, 
And bracelets too, and fr^rant zi 

She look'd at me as she did love. 
And made sweet moan. 
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I set her on my pacing ateed. 

And notliing else saw all day long, 

For sidelong -would she bend, and smg 
A faery song. 



She found me roots of relish si 
And honey wild, and manns 

And sure in language strange 
" I love thee true." 



She took ma to her elfin grot, 

And there she wept, and sigh'd full a 
And there I shut her wild wild eyes 

With kisses four. 



And there she lulled me asleep, 

And there I dream'd — Ah ! woe betide ! 
The latest dream I ever dream'd 

On the cold hill's side. 



I saw pale kings and princes too. 

Pale warriors, death-pale were they ail ; 

They cried ^" La Belle Dame sans Merei 
llaththee in thrall!" 



[ saw their starved lips in the gloam, 
With horrid warning gaped wide. 
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And this is why I sojourn here, 

Alone and palely loitering, 
Thoudi the sedge is wither'd from the lake, 

And no birds sing. 



THE EVE OF ST. MAKE. 

(UBFISISHED.) 

ITPON a Sabbath-day it fell ; 
J Twice holy was the Sabbath-bell, 
That call'il the folk to evening prayer ; 
The city streets were clean and fair 
From wholesome drench of April rains, 
And, on the western window-panes, 
Tlie chilly sunset faintly told 
Of unmatured green, valleys cold, 
Of the green tlwrny bloomless hedge. 



Twice holy was the Sabbath-bell : 
The silent streets were crowded well 
With staid and jiious companies. 
Warm from then* fireside oratories ; 
And moving, with demurest air, 
To even-song, ami vesper prayer. 
Each arched porch, and entry low. 
Was fill'd with patient folk and slow, 
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With whispers push, and shuffling feet, 
While play'd the oi^an loud and sweet. 

The bells had ceased, the prayers begun, 
And Bertha had not yet half done 
A eurious volucne, paWh'd and lorn, 
That all day long, from earliest morn. 
Had taken captive her two eyes, 
Among its golden broideries ; 
Perplex'd her with a thousand things, — 
The stars of Heaven, and angels' winga, 
Martyrs in a fiery blaze, 
Azure saints atid silver rays, 
Moses' breastplate, and ibe seven 
Candlesticks John saw in Heaven, 
The winged Lion of Saint Mark, 
And the Covenantal Ai^ 
With its many mysteries. 
Cherubim and golden mice 

Bertha was a maiden fair, 
Dwelling in th' old Minster-square ; 
From her fireside she could see, 
Sidelon", its rich antiquity, 
Far as the Bishop's garden- wall ; 
Where sycamores and elm-trees tall, 
Full-leaved, the forest had outstript. 
By no sharp norttwind ever nipt. 
So shelter'd by the mighly pile, 
Bertha arose, and read awhile, 
With forehead 'gainst the window-pane. 
Again she tried, and then again. 
Until the dusk eve left her dark 
Upon the legend of St. Mark. 
From plaited lawn-frill, fine and thin, 
She lilted up her soft warm chin. 
With aching neck and swimming eyes 
And dazed with saintly im^^ries. 
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All was gloom, and silent all, 
Save now and then the still foot-fall 
Of one returning homewards late. 
Past the echoinj; minster-gate. 
The clamorous daws, that all the day 
Above tree-topa and towera pla^, 
Pair by pair had gone to rest, 
Each in its ancient belfry-neat, 
Where asleep they fall betimes. 
To mu^c and Che drowsy chimes. 

All was silent, all was gloom. 

Abroad and in the homely room : 

Down she sat, poor cheated soul ! 

And Htrucfc a lamp from the dismal coal ; 

Leaiii'il forward, with bright drooping hair 

And slant book, full against the glare. 

Her shadow, in uneasy fjniae, 

Hover'd about, a giant size, 

On celling-boani and old oak chair. 

The parrot's cage, and panel square; 

And the warm angled winter-screen. 

On which were many monsters seen, 

CalI'd doves of Siam, Lima mice. 

And legless birds of Paradise, 

Macaw, and tender Av'davat, 

And silken-furr'd Angora cat. 

Untired she read, her shadow stil! 

Glower'd about, as it would fdl 

The room with wildest forms and shades, 

As though some ghostly queen of spades 

Had come to mock behind hor back, 

And dance, and rufBe her garments black. 

Untired she read the legend page, 

Of holy Mark, from youth to age, 

On land, on sea, in pagan chains. 

Rejoicing for his many pains. 

Sometimes the learned eremite, 
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With golden star, or dagger bright, 
Eefer^d to pious poesies 
Wriltcn in Bmallest crow-quiU size 
Beneath the text ; and thus the rhyme 
Was parcell'd out from time to time : 

"Als writjtb be of sweveiiis. 

Men lian befome they wake in bliss, 
Whanne that hir friendes thinke him bound 



A saint ei 

Gif that the modre (God her blesse I) 

Eepen in solitarineese. 

And kissen devoute the holy eroce, 

Of Goddes love, and Sathan's force, — 

He writitb; and thinges many mo 

Of Bwiube thinges I may not shevr. 

Bot 1 must telleu verilie 

Somdel of Swnt^ Cidlie, 

And chieflie what be auetoretbe 

Of Saints Markis life and dotbe : " 

At length bur constant eyelids come 
Upon the fervent martyrdom; 
Then lastly to his holy shrine, 
Exalt amid the tapers' shine 
At Venice, — ■ 



TO FANNY. 

PHYSICIAN Nature ! let my spirit blood ! 
O ease my heart of verse and let me rest ; 
Throw me upon thy Tripod, till the flood 
Of stiflin" numbers ebis from my full breast. 
A themela theme I Great Nature! give a theme 



Ho.i.iit,,CoOQlc 



340 POSTHUMOUS POEMS. 

Let me begin my dream. 
I come — I see thee, a9 thou standeet there ; 
Beckon me not inlo the wintry air. 

Ah ! dearest love, sweet home of all my fears, 
And hopes, and joys, and panting miseries, ^ 
To-nighl, if I may guess, tfij beauty wears 

A smile of suth delight, 

As brilliant and as bright, 
As when with ravished, aching, vassal eyes, 

Lost in soft amaze, 

I gaze, I gaze ! 

Who now, wilb greedy looks, eats up my feast ? 
What stare outfaces now my silver moon ! 
Ah ! keep that hand unravished at the least ; 

I^t, let the amorous barn — 

But, pr'ythee, do not turn 
The current of your heart from me so soon. 

O 1 save, in charity, 

Tlie quickest pulse for me. 

Save it for me, sweet love ! though music breathe 
Voluptuous visfotis into the warm air, 
Though swimming through the dance's dangerotia 
wreath ; 

Be like an April day, 

Smiling and cold and gay, 
A temperate Mly, temperate as fair ; 

Then, Heaven ! there will be 

A warmer June for me. 

Why, this — you'll say, my Fanny ! is not true : 
Put your soft hand upon your snowy side, 
Where the heart beats; confess — 'tis nothing 
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Sway'd to and fro by every wind and tide ? 
Of as uncerhiin speed 
As blow-ball from the mead ? 

I know it — and to know it is despair 

To one who loves you as I love, sweet Fanny ! 

Whose heart p;oes flutt'ring for you every where. 

Nor, when away you roam, 

Dare keep itg wretched home, 
Love, love alone, his paina severe and many ; 

Then, loveliest ! keep me free, 

From torturing jealousy. 

Ah ! if you prize my subdued soul above 
The poor, the fading, brief, pride of an hour; 
Let none profane my Holy See of love, 

Or with a rude hand break 

The sacramental cake : 
Let none else toufh the just new.budded flower ; 

If not — may my eyes close, 

Love ! on their lost repose. 
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H 1 how I love, on a fwr summei's eve, 
Wlien streams of light pour clown the golden 

And on the balmy zephyrs tranquil rest 
The silver clonda, — far, far away to leave 
All meaner thoughts, and take a sweet reprieve 
From little cares ; to find, with easy quext, 
A fri^rant wild, with Nature's beauty dreat, 
And there into delight my soul deceive. 
There warm my breast with patrioti;; lore, 

Musing on Milton's fate — on Sydney'a bier — 
Till their stern forms before my mind arise : 
Perhaps on wing of Poesy upsoar, 
" " " ' ' ' " ' lus tear, 

w spells mine eyes. 
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FRESH morning pusts have blown away all fear 
From ray glad bosom — now from gloominess 
I momit forever — not an atom less 
Than the proud laurel shall t-ontent my bier. 
No I by the eternal stars ! or why sit here 

In the Sun's eye, and 'gainst my temples press 
Apollo's very leaves, woven to bless 
By liy white fingers and thj; spirit clear. 
Lo 1 who dares say, " Do this ? " Who dares call 

My will from its high purpose? Who say, 
" Stand," 
Or " Go? " This mighty moment I would frown 

On abject Ctesars — not the stoutest band 
Of mailed heroes should tear oti' my crown : 

Yet would I kneel and kiss thy gentle hand ! 
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AFTER dark vapors have oppre5s*cl our plains 
For a ion;; dreary season, cornea a day 
Born of tfie gentle south, and clears away 
From the auk heavens all unseemly atiuns. 
The anxLoua mouth, relieved from ila paina, 
Takes as a long-lost right the feel of May, 
The e}'eli<]s nith the passing coolness play, 
Like rose-leaves with the drip of summer rains. 
And calmest thoughts come round us — as, of leaves 
Budding, — fruit ripening in etlllness,— autumn 

Smiling at eve upon the quiet sheaves, — 
Sweet Sappho's cheek, — a deeping infant's 
breath, — 
The gradual sand that through an liour-glass 

A woodland rivulet, — a Poefs death. 
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THIS pleasant tale is like a little copse : 
The lioneyed lines so freshly interlace, 
To keep the reader in so sweet a place. 
So that he here and there full-hearted stops ; 
And oftentimes he feels the dewy drops 
Come cool and suddenly against hisfaee. 
And, by the wandering melody, may trace 
Which way the tendei^leraed linnet hops. 
Oh ! what a power has wiite simplicity 1 
What mighty power has this gentle atory ! 
I, that do ever feel athirst for glory, 
Could at this moment be content to lio 

Meekly upon the grass, as those whose sobbings 
Were heard of none beside the mournful robins. 
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IT keeps eternal whisperings around 
Desolate shores, and with its mighty swell 
Gluts twice ten thousand caverns, till the spo!! 
Of Hecate leaves them their old shadowy sound, 
Otien 'IJs in such gentle (emper found, 
That scarcely will the very smallest shell 
Be moved lor days jrom where it sometime fell, 
When last the winds of heaven were unbound. 
ye I who have your eyeballs vexed and tired, 

Feast them upon the wideness of the Sea ; 
O ye ! whose ears are dinn'd with uproar mde, 

Or fed too much with cloying melody, — 
Sit ye near some old cavern's mouth, and brood 
Until ye start, as if the sea-nympbs quired ! 
A«e. 1317. 
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WHO loves to peer up at the morning sun, 
With half-shut eyes and tomfortable cheek, 
I^t him, with this sweet tale, fiill often seek 
Formeatiows where the little rivers run; 
Who loves to linger with that brijrbteat one 

Of Heaven — Hesperus — let him lowly apeak 
These numbers to the night, and starlight meek. 
Or moon, if that her hunting be begun. 
He who knows these delights, and too is prone 

To moralize upon a smile or tear. 
Will find at once a region of his own, 

A bower for his spirit, and will steer 
To alleys, where the fir-tree drop its cone. 
Where robins hop, and fallen leaves are sear. 
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HEN I have fears that I may ci 
Before my pen has glean'd 



Before hi^h-piled books, in charaet'ry. 

Hold like rich garners (he fall-ripun'd grEun ; 
When I behold, upon the night's etarr'd fate. 

Huge cloudy symbols of a high romance, 
And think tliat I may never live to trace 

Their shadows, with the niagie liaiid of tbance 
And when I feel, fair creature of an hour ! 

That 1 shall never look upon thee more, 
Never have relish in the faerypower 

Of unreflecting love I — then on the shore 
Of the wide world I stand alone, and think 
Till Love and Fame to nothingness do sink. 
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STANDING aloof in giant ignorance, 
Of thee I hear and of the Cjclades, 
As one who sits ashore and longs perchance 
To visit dolphin-coral in deep seas. 
So thou wast blind ! — but then the veil was rent 
For Jove uncurtwn'd Heaven to let thee live, 



Aye, on the shorea of darkness there ia light. 
And precipices show untrodden green ; 

There is a budding morrow in midnight ; 
There is a triple sight in blindness keen : 

Such seeinc hadst thou, as it once befell 

To Dian, Queen of Earth, and Heaven, and Hcli. 
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BLUE! 'Tis the life of heaven, — the domain 
Of Cynthia, — the wide palace of the sun, — 
The tent of Hesperus, and all his train, — 
The bosomer of clouds, gold, gray, and dun. 
Blue 1 'Tia the life of waters — ocean 

And all its vassal streams : pools numberless 
May range, and foam, and fret, but never can 

Subside, if not to dark-blue nativeness. 
Blue ! Gentle cou^n of the forest-green, 

Married to green in all the sweetest flowers — 
Forget-me-not, — the blue-bell, — and, that queen 

Of secrecy, the violet : what strange powers 
Hast tUou, as a mere shadow I But how great. 
When in an Eye thou art alive with fale ! 
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OTHAT a week could be an ^e, and we 
Felt parting and warm meeting every week; 
Tben one poor year a thousand years would be, 
Tbe flush of weleome ever on tbe cheek : 
So could we live long 'life in little apace, 

So time itself would be annihilate, 
So a day's journey in oblivious baze 

To serve ouv joya would lengthen and dilate. 
O to arnve each Monday mom from Ind I 

To land eaeh Tuesday from the rich Levant I 
In tittle time a host of joys to bind, 

And keep our souls m one eternal pant ! 
This morn, my friend, and yester-evening taught 
Me how lo harbor such a happy thought. 
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TIME'S sea hath be«n five j-eara at its low ebb, 
Lonp[ hours have to and fro let creep the sand, 
Since I was tangled in thy beauty's web, 
Ami snareil by the unglovjng of thine band- 
Anil yet I never look on midnight sky, 

But I behold thine eyes' well-oiemoried Ugbt; 
I cannot look upon the rose's dye. 

But to thy cheek mv soul doth take its flight; 
I cannot look on any budding flower, 

But my ibnd ear, in fancy at thy lips. 
And hearkening for a love-sound, doth devour 
Its sweets in the wrong sense: — 'fhou dost 
eclipse 
Every debglit with sweet remembering, 
And gi'ief unto my darling joys dost bving. 
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SOFT embalmer of the still midnight ! 
Shutting, with careful Angers and benign, 
Our ^loora-pleased eyes, embower'd from the 

EnshadtHl in fot^tfulness divine ; 
O soothest Sleep I if m it please thee, close, 

In midst of this thine hymn, my willing eyes, 
Or wait the amen, ere thy poppy throws 

Around my bed its Inlhog charities ; 

Then save me, or the passed day will shine 
Upon my pillow, breeding many woes; 

Save me from curious conscience, that still lords 
lis strength, for darkness burrowing like a mole; 

Turn the key deftly in the oiled wards. 
And seal the hushed casket of my soul. 
1S19. 
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FAME, like a wayward girl, will still be coj" 
To those who woo her with too slavish knees. 
But makes surrender la some thoughtless boy, 
And dotes the more upon a heart at ease. 
She is a Gipsey, — will not speak to those 

Who have not learnt to be content without her ; 
A Jilt, whose ear was never whisper'd close, 
Who thinks they scandal her who talk about 

A very (Spsey is she, Nilus-born, 

Sister-in-law to jealous Potiphar , 
Ye lovesick Bards ! repay her soorn for scorn ; 

Ye Artists lovelorn ! madmen that ye are ' 
Make your best bow to her and bid adieu, 
Then, if she likes if, she will follow you. 
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Me aB\ ha 



HOW fover'd is the man, nho cannot look 
Upon hia mortal days with temperate blood, 
Who vexes all the leaves of his life's book, 
And robs his fair name of its maidenhood ; 
It is as If the rose should pluck herself. 

Or the ripe plum finger its misty bloom ; 
As if a Naiad, like a meddhng elf. 

Should darken her pure grot with muddy ^oom, 
But the rose leaves herself upon the brier. 

For winds to kiss and grateful bees to feed. 
And the ripe plum still wears its dim attire, 
The undisturbed lake has crystal space ; 
Why then should man, teasing the world for 

Spoil his salvation for a fierce miscreed ? 
1819. 
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POSTHUMOUS POFMS. 



WHY did t laugli fo-night ? No voice will tell ; 
No GoJ, no Demon of serere response, 
Deigns to reply from Heaven or froia Hell : 
Then to my human heart I turn at once. — 
Heart I Tbou and I are here sad and alone ; 

I say, why did I laugh 7 mortal pain ! 
Darkness I Darkness I ever must I moan. 

To question Heaven and Hell and Heart in vain. 
"Why did I laugh ? 1 know this Being's lease. 

My fancy to its utmost blisses spreads ; 
Tet would I on this very midniglit cease. 

And the world's gaudy ensigns see in shreds; 
Terse, Fame, and Beauty are intense indeed. 
But Death intenser — Death is Life's high meed. 
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POSTHUMOUS POEM 



AS Hermes once took to his feathers light, 
When lulled Ai^us, baffled, awoon'd and 

So on a Delphic reed, my idle spri<.'ht, 

So pla/d, so charm'd, so conquer'd, so b«reft 
The dragon-world of all its hundred eyes, 

And seeinj; It asleep, so fled away. 
Not to pure Ida with its snow-cold sfcies, 

Nor unlo Tempe, where Jove grieved a day. 
But to that Beeood eirole of sad Hell, 

Where in the gust, the whirlwinij, and the flaw 
Of rain and hailstones, lovers need not telt 

Their sorrows : — pale were the sweet lips I saw, 
Pale were the lips I kiss'd, and fair the form 
I floated with, about that melancholy storm. 
1819. 
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POSTHUMOUS POEMS, 



IF hy dull rhymes our English must be chain'd. 
And, like AuJromeda, the Sonnet sweet 
Pelter'd, ii) spite of pained loveliness. 
Let us find out, if we must be constraiu'd, 
Samlala more interwoven and eomplele 
To fit tlie naked foot of poeay ; 
Let us inspect the lyre, and weigh the sti'ess 
Of every ehord, and see what may be gain'd 

By ear industrious, and attenrion meet ; 
Misers of sound and syllnble, no less 
Than Midas of bis coinage, leC us be 
Jealous of dead leaves in the bay-wreath trow 
So, if we may not let the Muse be free, 

She will bo bound with garlands of her own. 
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POSTHUMOUS I'OKMS. 



THE day Is gone, and all ils sweets are irons ! 
Sweet Toite, sweet lips, soft hand, and solVer 

Warm breatli, liglit whisper, tender semitone. 
Bright eyes, aucomplish'd shape, and lang'ious 

Faded the flower and all its buddod charms, 

Faded Iha sight of beauty from my eyes, 
Faded the shape of beauty from my arms, 

Faded the voice, warmth, whiteness, paradise ! 
Vanish'd unseasonably at shut of eve. 

When the dusk hohday — or holinijrlit — 
Of fragrant-curtain'd love begins to weave 

The woof of darkness thick, for hid delight ; 
Gut, as Pve read love's missal through to-day, 
He'll let mo sleep, seeing I fast and pray. 
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POSTHUMOUS POEMH. 



1CRY your mercy — pity — love — ay, love ! 
Meroiful love that tantalizes not, 
One-thoughted, never-vfandering, guileless love, 
Unmask'd, and being seen — without a blot ! 
O ! let me have thee whole, — all — all — be mine 1 

That sliape, that fairness, that sweet minor zest 

Of love, your kiss, — those hands, those eyes divine. 

That warm, white, lucent, million-pleasured 

Yourself — your soul — in pity give me all, 

Wiljihold no atom's atom, or f die, 
Or living on perhaps, your wretched thrall. 

Forget, in the mist of idle misery. 
Life's purposes — the palate of my mind 
Losing its gust, and my ambition blind ! 
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POSTHUMOUS POEMS. 



EIGHT star, -woutd I were steadfast a 



Not in lone splendor hung aloft the night, 
And watciiing, with elernal lids apart, 

Like Nature's patient aleeptess Eremite, 
The moving waters at their priestlike task 

Of pure ablution round earth's human shores, 
Or gazing on the new soft fallen mask 

Of snow upon the mountains and the moors : 
No — yet still steadfast, still unchangeable, 

Piilow'd upon my fair love'a ripening breast. 
To feel forever its soft fell and swell. 

Awake forever in a sweet unrest, 
Still, still to hear her tender-taken breath, 
And so live ever— or else swoon to death.* 
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